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PREFACE. 


AVING ſeen the Diſfreſt Mother 

- ſo finely tranſlated, and fo well 
received on our ſtage, tho' done almoſt 
verbatim from the French of Racine, 
by Mr. Philips; J had a mind to try 
how Ropocunt might appear in an 
Engliſh dreſs, from Monſ. Corneille. 


My Friends tell me, in ſome parts, the 
tranſlation is ſtronger than the original : 


If ſo, I will impute it merely to our 
language being more nervous than the 
French, and to the tranſlator's being 
uncon fined by the fetters of Rhyme, 
in which the original is written : If it 
ſhould be found to have equal ſpirit 


with it, I ſhall be ſatisfied, and ſo will, 
| Py the reader, | 


So fine a tragedy I thou ght ſhou'd 
be tried at both theatres ; ; whe- 


ther that, as ſome ſay, nothing now 


but  fing- long goes down, and that there 
ary 
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are more temples open to ſound than 
ſenſe; or whether, (as I was told by 
| ſome) they were really pre-engaged ; 
or, (as by others) there were too long 
ſpeeches in it, or too much ſentiment ; 
too much falling, and too little doing, 
or buſtle in it; or not ſo nuch of the 
latter, as is required on the Engliſh 
ſtage; I here give it however to the 
public, and I may almoſt ſay, gratis. 


If there be not in it fo much ſhew 
and buſtle as in ſome of our Engliſh 
pieces, of guards, trumpets, proceſſions, 
HMuminated temples, &c. there is the 
moſt heighten'd ares throughout; 
each act rifing above another, and gra- 
dually increaſing in diſtreſs :---And, if 
the eyes and ears are not entertain d fo 
much with ſhews and ſhouts, the heart 
is every where almoſt continually ſtruck 
with horror and pity. | 


8. As PINWALL. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


AnsiN OE, Queen of Syria, x 


ANTIOCHUS , a | 3 
SELEUCUS ; T'win-Sons of Nicanor and Ae 


Ropoc ux, Siſter of Phraätes, King of Parthia 
TI MAG RENES, Governor to the two Princes 


EN 8 
LAoNICcE, Siſter of Timagenes, and Confident 
to the Queen 


ORroNTEs, Ambaſſador from the K. of Parthia 


of 


SCENE, The Palace of Seleucia in Syria. 


F „„ 


page 14, Line 11, for th' offender, read the uſfender- P. 3c: 
[. 9 for Sons, read Suns—p, 36, 1, 14, a Comma * 
ſubmitted Ditto, 1. 17. for th inſatiate, read the inſatiate 
— p- 40. I. 4. for Is't poſſible, read Is it poſſible Ditto, 
I. 11. for ſcorn, read ſcorns— p. 61. I. 5. Dele Alarms, 
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. Laonce,  Timagenes. 


La. AT length, the 4 ſhines forth with 
beeaming luſtre, 
The glorious day, my brother, that diſpells 
Thoſe clouds of care, which hung, like night, 
on Syria: - 
The nuptial torch ſhall blaze inſtead of war, 
Soft brite of love tie up the arm of Mars, 
And we and Parthia ſhall be foes no more : 
The beauteous'Rodogune, (no more a captive) . 
Shall ceaſe to mourn, and:Syria's queen, at length, 
Rous'd from her ſullen filence, will declare 
Which of her rival ſons ſhall wear the diadem ; 
(Twin-born) tis her's alone to fix the right 
Of elder birth ; impenetrable myſtery ! 
Which, as the ſecret of her ſoul, the hides : 


And 
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2 RODOGUNE: 65 
And the advantage of one moment's ſtart 
At birth, makes one the ſovereign, one the ſubſect. 
But ist not ſtrange, that on whiche er the lot 
Of empire falls, ſhe deſtines to partake 
His throife and bed, the beauteous Rodogune, 
The object once of her inveterate hate? 
And ſeems but him to crown, as 'twere to lift 
To empire her, late in diſhoneſt chains. 
Tim. "Tis ſtrange ; but, that I may the more 
admire, TR 
Inform me of the reſt of Syria's troubles : 
Myſelf was witneſs to their riſe, and how 
Our great Nicanor (hapleſs king) elate 
With fancy d conqueſt, preſs d on flying Parthia; 
How, by their artful flight deceiv d, he fell 
A priſoner to the foe, he thought o ercome. 
Well I remember how aſpiring Tryphon 
Greſp'd at the vacant throne, prompted to dare 
By the unhinged ſtate ; he ſaw the king 
Captive, tie queen diſtracted Chance propitious 
Smil'd on his bold attempt, and ſoon the uſurpet 
Beheld half Syria bow the knee before him. 
The queen, alarin'd at the impending ſtorm, 
Anxious, *bove all; for her two infant ſons, 
Gave thoſe, her darling treaſures to my charge: 
By her commands, I with them, to her brother 
At Memphis, fled : remote, we there cou'd learn 
Nought certain, more than common fame 
, - mform'd us, 
Diſguis'd in thouſand ſhapes, and all confuſion. 
La. Know then, that Tryphon, fluſh'd with 
battles gain d, _ | 5 
5 Sudden 
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Sudden with hoſtile force begirt theſe walls :— 


When, to increaſe th' alarm, a falſe report 
Was whiſper d, that Nicanor liv'd no more. 
The people, ripe already for rebellion, 

Ever impatient of a woman's rule ; 

Impetuous now, demand her inſtant choice 
Of a new Lord, to ſhare fair Syria's diadem. 
Her huſband's death the general voice afſur'd ; — 
What could ſhe do, alone againſt a people? 
Compell'd, ſhe weds his brother : the reſolve 


_ Happy events ſoon follow'd :--Prince Antiochus, 


Now King, fo bravely fallied on the foe, 
That, whereſoe er he charg'd, the routed ſqua- 
drons 


Fled his deſtructive arm; the death of Try phon 


Made victory compleat. The, uſurper dead, 
H' enjoy'd the crown, unrival'd, undiſturb'd. ' 


5 whate er promiſe he had given the queen, 


a, to her children to reſign the crown, - 
The queen, who fear'd t' oftend- him by the 
mention, 
Breath'd out but ſecret ſighs for their return. 
Seven years he reign'd ; then fir d with love of 
conqueſt, 
Bent the big war on Parthia, refolv'd 
T avenge his brother's chains and rumour'd death. 
Far o'er the realm his troops reſiſtleſs rang d; 
Terror and deſolation mark d his way; 
At length both armies, in cloſe battle join d. 
But ſee ! a prince of Syria comes this way : 
Here break we off :—Another time the ſequel. 
| (Laonice going 70 retire.) 
SCENE 


| 


RODOGUNE, Or 
SCENE HU. 
Antiochus, Laonice, Timagenes. 


Ant. Stay, good Londen I need ye both; 
Antiochus entreats your friendly aid : 
No wretch ſure ever felt ſuch woes as mine! 
Hope can aſſuage the ſting of other miſeries, 
But mine increaſe by't ; and the more I hope, 
The more, alas! I fear: This day's decree 
With but a word finks me for ever.— Empire, 
And Rodogune, depend upon the found ! 
That fixes me for ever bleſt as gods, 
Or weighs me down to more than mortal wret- 

chedneſs. | 
And yet -] dread the very 3 I wiſh for 
Dreadful dilemma !---Since, to make me happy 
A brother muſt be wretched,---and a brother 
So dear, that half his miſery muſt be mine 
T were better, then, to quit part of my claim, 
And break the blow my heart ſhudders to meet. 
Yes---I'1] reſign him up the ſhining prize, 
The glittering crown, and keep what I prize 
more : 
Better, than wait that ſtern deciſion Better 
To hold the princeſs ſure for an uncertain crown. 
Thus, may we ſhare ſpontaneous, what, if fate 
Determine, muſt involve us both in miſery. 
Go, my Timagenes, and telF my brother, 
I yield him up the crown for Rodogune; 
And, with thy artful eloquence, enhance 


A 


—_ 
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A crown's bright luſtre; O, my friend, exagge- 
rate, 

With all thy art, the pompous charms of Pow'r; 

That, ftrongly dazzled by the tinſel glory, 

He may'nt diſtinguiſh the rare worth of that, 


For which I offer him to call him Lord. 


[Exit Timagenes. 
And you, Laonice, incline the fair one, 
In pity, to look down upon a ſubject ; | 
A ſubject, who this day perhaps might wear 
A diadem, were not ſhe his every with : 
For I her love prefer to purple honours, 


Which ſome wou'd ſtain with half their blood, 


to wear; | | 
But I am prouder to be call'd her ſlave, 
Than Syria's king. | 

Re-enter Timagenes. 

Tim. My Lord, The prince 
Himſelf approaches; and your mouth itſelf 
Can beſt the offer make of Syria's diadem. 

Ant. I tremble---The repulſe I fear to meet 
Tn 7 ſoul's powers, and checks my As 


SCENE III. 
| Seleucus, Antiochus, Timagenes, Laoni ce. i 


Sel. Antiochus, 
Oh! Ihave thoughts within me, which my heart 


Burſts to make your's its ſharer i in: My 
brother, 
Shall J unfold the ſecret Of my ſoul? 


Ant, 


DON: 8. 
Ant. Speak! ſuch a doubt our mutual friend- 
ſhip wounds; 
Have Ja thought Seleucus ſhou'd not know? 
What can this mean? | 
Sel. Alas ?-—This day's event | 
Diſtracts me Oh! my brother, need I 
tell you, 
Our love, whilſt we were equal, knew no breach, 
United ever by a mutual tie; 
But when that bleſt equality of fortune. 
Shall be by fate deſtroy'd, ah ! then, I fear, 
Our hearts no more will union feel entire ; 
And this day, big with ruin to our friendſhip,” 
Degrading One too much, ſets up the Other, 
On power's too lofty heighth, the butt of envy. 
Ant. Our thoughts were ever equa], and the 
ſame 
That fear diſturbs my ſoul as much as your's ; 
But, if you wou'd, I cou'd propoſe a remedy. 
Sel. How ! if I wou'd ? far more---I bring it 
with me 
I yield to you the glittering charms of pow'r ; 
Yes, Sir, (for that becomes me to my king) 
Yield me up Rodogune, Empire is your's : 
can unenvy'd ſee you reign above me. 
Thus, ſhall the adamantine link of friendſhip 
Mock fortune's efforts ; thus, with ſcorn rejecting 
The blind decree of a capricious moment, 
Which at our birth mark'd out the one for em- 
| pire 3 BIS 
We will, ourſelves, decide this mighty difference: 
Mine be the princeſs, and be your's the _ 
| | | | Its 
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Ant. Alas : 
Sel. What! Is my offer then diſliked J 
Ant. Ah! can you call an offer, your reſolve 
To chuſe ; who with the hand thou profiler ſt 
| Empire, | 
Tear'ſt from me what is dearer than a world ? 
Sel. Rodogune ? 
Ant. Les Theſe friends can e for me. 
Sel. You prize her then ſo much? 
Ant. Prize you her leſs? 
Sel. Ah! brother, well ſhe's worth a throne, 
I own. X 
Ant. I priae her more thin all the thrones of 
Aſia. 
Sel. You love her, brother, ” Gul * 
Aut. You love her too 
There, there's the rub. —Yet fain I wou'd 
have hop'd 
The luſtre of a crown might touch your ſoul 
Beyond fo fair an object; but her value 
You know, alas! too well, and diſappoint * 
Wretch that I am! 
Sel. Ah! cruel ſtroke of fate ! 
Ant. What rival, but a brother, cou'd I hed 
Sel. A brother for a rival. Can that name 


With rival ſuit ?——Ah! if it were not you, 


What wou d not deſp'rate love urge me to act 7 
Ant. Alas! on what a precipice we ſtand! 
Sel. O love! O friendſhip ! for one breaſt 

too much! 


Which, which muſt conquer? 


S RODOGUNE: 0 


Ani. Love tis love will conquer 
Friendſhip be led in triumph at its carr. 
To yield a throne, tis glorious, tis divine; 

And monuments may well record the virtue; 
But, _ ſoft love inflames, the charming 
.* object 

Who reſigns, is a wretch below the paſſion. 
But ſoft Let not our love by its exceſs, 
Do wrong to Her We know we cannot both 
Poſſeſs, tho both adore her; fate decrees her 
To him alone to whom it deſtines empire. 
Let us not then diſpute what giddy chance 
Can, at its will, difpuife o. We are uncertain 
Whoſe brows the crown ſhall bind, whilſt ſhe is 
W 
To reign a queen; ſhall we then wrong her, 
Ene; c BEEN 
And, blinded by our love, (injurious thought!) 
Make her a ſubject's wife? No—let us reign, ' 
Firſt let us reign, and court this purple pomp, 
To quit it, or embrace it, for her ſake: 
That throne, which we were eager both to ſpurn, 
Let's ardent wiſh for, but to place her on it. 
Tis thus the rigorous ſhock of fate we break : 
Let's meet it boldly, tho we meet our ruin. 
Sel. Brother, tis nobly faid-——Let's mock 
our Fate. | : 
Yet more——our friendſhip, on this ſingle day, 
Shall triumph as victorious as our love. 
The far-fam'd Thebes and Troy, one drown'd 
| in blood, : FE 
The other ſacrificed to hoſtile flames, 5 
OY Ha 
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Had but our ills to combat: In our boſoms . 
Are ſprung thoſe baneful ſeeds of jealous rage, 
'Fhat wither'd Greece's hoſts, and fack'd all Aſia. 
A birth-right, on a mother's word dependant, 
One to an empire dooms, and one to miſery. 
How will that wretched ſon bear the repulſe 
So light an arbitration gives his. wiſhes ? | 
Be both our hearts prepar'd againſt that ſhock ; 
For it will try them, were they cas'd in ſteel. 
Spite of the dazzling throne, and woman's love, 
Let's cheriſh ſuch a friendſhip in our breaſts, 
As ſtifles ev'ry ſigh for ſuch mean loſſes, 
And, in one's bliſs, can make the other happy. 
Thus the flame that conſum'd proud Thebes 
and Troy, _. . ; 
Shall but our friendly boſoms warm. Tis thus 
We'll be ſuperior to our fate, and find 
Sweets in its bittereſt ſentence. 
An. Right——Agreed ; . 
And have you power to do it? 
| Sel. Ah! too home 1 
That word I will endeavour it, at leaſt ! 
Reaſon ſo far ſhall o'er this heart have ſway, 
That for one ſigh I will diſown it. 
Ant. Brother, | | | | 
Pravely reſolv d. Methinks, my boſom too 
Catches the fire from thine. Come, my Seleucus, 
Let's bind our words with Vows, that the great 
ä | 
ay interpoſe, nor let em be diſſolv'd. 


Ant, 
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Sel. Come then, and at their altars we'll con- 
firm em 
6 Wan 1 that may deſerve the gods for ws. 
 [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
Laonice, . Timagenes. 


La. Sure never two were worthier of a crown! 
Tim, I well foreſaw, this ſtorm with dire 


. _ convulſions 
Wou'd ſhake their breaſts; their virtue yet, I 
ea 
Wou'd be ſuperior ſtil—1 pity both j—— 


But now inform me further. 
La. This the ſequel 

The Parthians, cloſely by our cohorts preſs d, 

Now warm, repuls'd ; and now fatigu'd, retir'd: 

Each army hop d the day; ; conqueſt ſtill wav ring, 

Now o'er the Syrians, now the Parthians, hover'd; 

At length ſhe dwelt with Parthia: Great 
Antiochus, 

Transfixt with wounds, in vain reſiſts ha torrent; 

Encompaſs'd round by half a hoſt of foes, 

He kept them long at bay; at length by 
numbers 

Oppreſt, to chains preferring glorious death, 

By his own hand he ſunk to endleſs night. 

The ſad event ſoon reach'd the frantic queen; 

Yet worſe news follow'd——that Nicanor liv'd ; 

{Whoſe death had been aſſur d; nay more, that 

{tung T's 
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To th' inmoſt foul at the queen's ſecond marriage, 
He had reſolv'd to copy the example: 


And, brib'd by Liberty, and Beauty's offers, 


Conſented to eſpouſe the Parthian's ſiſter, 
(The beauteous Rodogune, Whoſe dang rous 
charms, 

As once the Father, now have fir d, the Sons. ) 
Tim. Alas! I almoſt dread to heir the ſequel. 
La. In vain the queen in ſuppliant terms ex- 

cus'd | 

The deed----jnexorable was Nicanor, 

And his new flame forbad her to be innocent. 

Aloud he breath'd revenge, threaten'd before her 

T' eſpouſe this Parthian princeſs ; vow'd to tear 


The diadem from her brows, to grace her rival's. 


With love and vengeance fir'd, the king drew 
near, 
Attended by the flow'r of Parthia's s troops, 
Eſcorting the triumphant pair to empire 
The deſperate queen, ſtung at her ſcorn'd fub- 
miſſion, 


Reſolves to die, or to oppoſe his entrance; 


Forgets a huſband, who wou'd be another's, 

And vows to ſee her with a tyrant's eyes : 

Herſelf, clad in bright arms, from ſecret ambuſh 

Ruſh'd on them with her troops ;----a deſp'rate 

band, 

Led by herſelf, ſecond her raging arm : 

Let me be brief. The Parthians routed fly ; 

Tis ſaid, Nicanor bled by the queen's arm— 
The captive Rodogune fell to her hands 


* eaſy prey; and, were't not for my pity, 
C Each 
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Each ill had taſted that attends captivity: 
The queen, delighting to torment a rival, 
Gave me the cruel charge; her hot commands 
I heard obſequious; but, (to pity yielding) 
I promis'd much, and executed little. 
Tim. Such ever was the ruthleſs queen's re- 
ſentment! 
Fit, Siſter, for your lenity to temper. | 
La. Mean time, the Parthian, I juſt 
revenge, 
With his whole force up to Seleucia's walls | 
Advanc'd ; the town, beſieg'd and cloſely preſt, 
Cries for a truce ; fluſh'd with ſucceſs, the con- 
qu'ror | 
Is deaf to terms: when on the walls expord. 
Was captive Rodogune—Her threaten'd life 
Rous'd all his fears, and made the conqu ror 
tremble | 
In midſt of victory ; to terms he * d; 
Which this great day is fixt to ratify. | 
The queen from Egypt has recall'd her ſons, 
To place the elder-born on Syria's throne ; 
And Rodogune, loos d from diſhoneſt chains, 
Shone like the radiant Sun, riſing from night : 
The Parthian, preſt, by other wars, decamp'd ; 
(From an inveterate foe become our friend ;) 
And, ſtill to make us doubly bleſt, or wretched, 
Both the young princes doat on Rodogune. 
Tim. Soon as arriv'd, and Rodogune was ſeen, 
I ſaw them drink the poiſon from her eyes. 
As rivals, both the brothers call for pity ; 
But ſuch their virtue, dread not the conflict : 
| Ton, 


— 


See!] where ſhe comes. Adieu 


* 
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You, who attend upon the charming object, 
Might ſure diſcover a 
La. I cou'd ne er diſcern, 
As yet, her love for either. 
Tim. You perhaps, | 
The ſecret judge improper for my ear. 


(So near 


her crown,) 


Diſcourſe upon the ſubje& now is privileg d. 


[ Exif Timagenes. 


SCENE V. 
Rodogune, Laonice. 


Rod. W hat Nit that my boding heart preſages ? 
Somewhat, methinks, there is that checks my 
_ ſoul, 
And keeps my heart till trembling in ſuſpenſe 
Between expected joys, and chilling fears. 
Fain would I ſpeak with thee, Laonice 
La. How! Madam 
Fears! ſaid you, on a day ſo glorious to you? 
Rod. So glorious, that I can't believe its pro- 
| miſes ; | EIT 
I cannot truſt theſe treach'rous ſmiles of fortune: 
A throne and marriage in a day !----believe me, 
My marriage ſeems to hide ſome horrid torture ; 
The throne a tow'ring precipice---from whence 
Hurl'd headlong, heavier chains perhaps await me, 
Than thoſe I lately wore ; to hapleſs Rodogune 


Thus ev'ry hope ſeems but a ſmiling ruin.--- a 
n 


e 9 gg, on OI I Rs 
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In ſhort, I dread the furious queen's revenge. 
La. Madam, the peace has ſooth d it. 
| Rod: Say'ſt thou? Peace? 

Can ought e'er ſooth reſentment in the Great ? 

Peace, alas! ſerves but for a ſpecious outſide.--- 

To tell thee all my ſoul, ——She may have cauſe 

To fear me, (as ſhe thinks) when I am queen ; 

And 'tis that fear, alas ! I have cauſe to fear. 

All My reſentment s dead, tis all forgotten; 

But ſuch the nature is of injuries, 

That th' offender thinks th' offended ever 

Retains the ſmart of that which ſtung him once, 

And thirſts to wreak equivalent revenge : 

In vain they're reconcil'd , (diſſemblance all!) 

He fears him, hates him ſtill, and dreads his 

vengeance; 

Continual fears alarm him nd to * em, 

He wakes inceſſant for his ruin. Thus 

(I fear me) fares it with the queen's reſentment. 
La. Ah! Madam, Nay, I ſwear your 

groundleſs fears 

Now do her wrong——You ſhould forget her 

frenzy 

| Her jealous frenzy mint a treach'rous huſband : 

If, reeking with his blood, fir'd with her wrongs, 

She then did treat you like a hated rival, 

To the firſt tranſports of her rage twas owing--- 

There wanted an excuſe to calm her fury; 

There wanted time, to wear its edge away. 

To own a ſecret, I will add, that when 

J took upon me to neglect her orders; 

When touch'd with o pity I decceiv'd my truſt, 

Per- 
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Perhaps, even then, her ſoſten d heart, relenting, 


Diſſembled but, and wiſh'd them diſobey d, 
Wink d at my breach of duty, pleas d with 
mercy, 


And gave me thoſe commands to try my pity. 


But now believe me, love ſucceeds her hate, 


And ſhe beholds you with a mother's eyes: 


If once I ſaw her tenderneſs but wavering, 


My friendſhip cou'd-not hide the dang'rous ſecret, 


Beſides—the monarch ſurely can ſecure you.--- 


Rod. The king ſecure mo Whichſoe er is | 


king, 
She's ſtill his mother, nd, may {till command 
him. 
La. Whiche'er is king, I know hoy both 
adore you : 


What have you then to fear ? 

. Rod. Ev'n that I fear 
My marriage with a prince of Syria. 

La. Madam! | 
How ! are. they ſo unworthy of your Love? 

Rod. Ahl no ;—miſtake me not, Laonice, 
They both have equal merit with their birth, 
Which ſtrongly might in either's favour plead ; 
Yet, is it hard, how equal e'er that merit, 
That inclination lean not to the one, 
More than the other. There are ſecret ties, 
Soft ſympathies, that with connexion ſweet . 
Join correſponding fouls; which, ſtrangely ſeiz d, 
Are ſtruck, at once, with that reſiſtleſs impulſe, 
Much caſier felt than told. — Tis thus, Laonice, 
That one of Syria's princes gains the preference. 


5 | Me- 
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Methinks, I with indiff rence view the other; 
Indiff rence tis; — but Oh ! it is averſion, 
Compar d with what J for the other feel. 
Strange pow'r of love! Incredible fatality ! 
I cou'd be His, if I lov'd not his brother; 
Vet dread that more than death, to be my lot. 
La. I wou'd 'twere in my pow 5 
Rod. Ah! ne er expect 
I ſhall diſcloſe the ſecret of my heart. 
No—let Heav'n give the Lord it deſtines aka me, 
I ſhall refign myſelf into his arms: 
'Tho' fate decreed me him I wiſh to ſhun, 
My very eyes ſhou'd not betray reluctance. 
Yes, marriage {till ſhou'd in his favour change me, 
And duty ſhou'd ſupply the ties of love. 
Whate'er the event, no tongue ſhou'd cer 
reproach me 
That This poſſeſs d my perſon, That my love. 
La. Madam, can you ſuppoſe I ſhou'd preſume 
To blame a choice, you from your friend 
conceal ? . a 
Rod. Ah! wou'd Icou d conceal it from myſelf! 
La. Yet, Princeſs, might I venture to intrude 
My own conjecture, 'tis the Prince—— 
Rod. Ah! name not, | 
Name __ my conqu'ror, leſt a bluſh confeſs 
im 
Let not thy artful tongue attempt to try, 
Or act a violence upon my ſilence 


Leſt ſome unguarded word betray me. 
Here break we — dare no longer hear thee. 
Adieu! 
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Adieu Remember, on thy friendly conſtance 


My life, for its continuance, depends. 


La. That, Madam, doubt not cer. My 


5 friendly breaſt 
Muſt ranger be to joy, till your s 18 ſooth'd to 
det. [Exeunt. 


End of the FixsT Act, 


—_y 


* 
ACT II. SCENE 1. 
22 


T ENCE! idle vows, ** conſtraints 


Impos d by force, devour'd by greedy fear-— 


Artful diſguiſe of never- dying rage 
Vain, politic ſtate-vows; avaunt !---begone !---< 
Twas danger imminent that gave ye birth ; 
That danger paſt, ye ought to vaniſh with it : 
Like to the vows made by the ſinking mariner, 
Which, (the waves ſmooth d) are with the 
ſtorm forgotten. 
Riſe, in their room, ye long - diſguis d Re- 
ſentments, 
Diſſembled hate, and vengeance of a queen 
Throw off your veil---ye are impotent no more; 
Burſt into light and action This your day 
"Tis fit both you and I no more be ſubject, 
But royal, like yourſelves; royal, like me 
The Parthian's gone There is no longer need 
To fear, or to diſſemble; ſtill J hate, 


And 


LL 
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And ſtill am queen We muſt have ſhining 
| monuments . : | 12 . 

Of royal pow'r.;---and e er we quit, reluctant, 

The lofty rank, we'll leave, at leaſt, behind us 

Some glorious deeds, ſhall make the ſeat uneaſy, 


Shall make it fatal to our hated ſucceſſor. 


Still, ſtill my rival lives, {till the ſame foe; 
That fought to build her glory on my ruin. 
Now, in her turn ſhe hopes to lord it o'er me: 


Fir'd with her wrongs, now flatters all her rage 


With ſurfeiting revenge 
e e | 
Thinkſt thou the queen ſo weak, of ſoul fo abject, 
To ſuffer, that this hated,. promis d marriage, 
Promis'd by force, ſhall thy revenge preſent thee 


But, thoughtleſs 


# 


With Syria's ſcepter ?---Stay, till I refign it 


Think, to what rage the love of empire drove 


mes - 


Reflect whoſe blood it coſt me! ind then tremble: 


To give it Thee, 'twas far too dear a purchaſe. 
Enter Laonice. 
SCENE I. 


Arſinoe, Laonice. 3 
Arſ. See'ſt thou, Laonice, the thronging people 
Impatient wait the celebrated nuptials ? 
La. Madam, each face ſpeaks joy, and ev'ry 


Syrian 


Pours out for either prince his warmeſt vows : 
Ss equal their high merit, that each heart, 


5 
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In choice confounded, feels-a doubtful joy. 
"Tis your's alone to fix their way ring hopes, 
And to your choice point their divided duty. 
| An. Knowyſt thou the ſecret that is teeming 
here?; 
La. T hat, Madam, tis we Jong to hear 
the ſecret, - 
Th' important ſecret of their birth. 
Arſ. What ignorance ! | 
Born in a court, vers d early in intrigue, 
Canſt thou not penetrate my deep deſign 
Beyond its ſpeczous outlide | ? Hear, and know 
it: 
Whil& I conceal which ſon was born to pow ; 
And this fame birth-right doth remain a myſtery, 
They reign not either; in their ſtead I reign. 
Tho both aſpire with ardour to the diadem, 
Neither dare aſk it, leſt he rue the mention. 
Thus I deſpotic reign, and in my hand 
Suſpended hold their ſcepter, and their fate. 
There center all my views Yet canſt thou 
dive ; 
The ſecret of their long „ at Memphis! ? 
La. I ever thought, Antiochus in Egypt 
Kept them remote, whilſt he enjoy'd their crown. 
Ar. Their crown h enjoy d indeed, and fear d 
their preſence; 
And to that fear I ow'd my power deus d. 
If e er my orders fail d of due obedience, 
I threaten'd loudly to recal my ſons, 
Whilſt o'er his head he heard that thunder rolling, 
Whate'er I pleas'd to alk, dar'd he refuſe ? 
D Fond 
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Fond of his empty name, and regal pageantry, 
He reign'd for them, yet reign'd but under me. 


Yet more---Unmov'd I cou'd have ſeen Nicanor + 


Wed Rodogune ; and, cou'd I but have reign'd, 
His love for her, and his diſdain for me 

Had been alike indiff rent; his return 

I dreaded, not his nuptials; her I had lov'd, 
Had he not vow'd to crown her ; as a queen, 
To wear my crown, I cou'd not bear that 


thought | 
His vain attempt, Laonice thou know'ſt, 
Cruſh'd by this woman's arm Still the ſame 


arm 


Far more wou d dare, ſhould glory point the way. 


Ves to ſecure the darling reins of empire, 
I'd ſhed the blood of ſuch another lord. | 
Heaven ſurely ne'er deſign'd me for his ſlave.---- 
Muſt I ſtill quit ye, dear delights of power? 
Indignant thought !!——Take care, aſpiring rival, 
Leſt thy ambition rue the daring hope. 
Shall I be forc'd ?---Oh ! I am wild with rage ! 
Fair crown, my love for thee inſpires my heart 
With deadly hate for Her ;--they grow together. 
But ſince'I can revenge thee on her head, 
I can ſupport thy loſs-----It is enough. 

La. How ! Madam, Heavens! 
Ist poſſible ?---Still talk you of revenge? 


Still hate you Her this day you crown a queen? 


Unlook'd-for change! 
Arſ. Crown her, ſaid'ſt thou, Laonice ? 


What! ſhall I make a king to wed Her to him * 


Give her to ſatiate all her vengeance on me? 
; That 
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That were a pretty folly: Groveling ſoul, 
When wilt thou learn to fee with other eyes ?--- 


Thou ſhouꝭꝰ d'ſt far better know theſe daſtard 


Syrians; 
With coward indolence, and looſe array, 
Following a female ſtandard to the war. 
Know'ſt thou not, that without Antiochus, 
Who rous'd their ſouls to fight, Tryphon had 


reign'd ? 


And can ft thou doubt, if I confer a ſcepter, 
Tis on a deputy to head my troops, 


To fight my battles, and to own me fov' reign ? 
Since I deſign him but to prop my weakneſs, 
And bid the war to blaze again around me, 
T'll chuſe him uncontroul'd.---He of my ſons 
That wou'd aſcend the glitt'ring ſeat I leave, 


| Muſt my revenge eſpouſe, and not my rival. 


Without my wrongs redreſs d, I'll ne'er reſign It ; 
They call for vengeance on the head of 
ERodogune- 


And he, that ſerves me beſt, ſhall reign the 


monarch. | 
La. Madam, I knew not well your purpoſe. 
[going 
Arſ. Stay, 
And know it all :--When to thy charge I gave 
The captive Rodogune, 'twas neither pity, x 
Nor reſpec to her rank, withheld my vengeance 
From being fated in a rival's blood. 


| Antiochus's death left me expos d, 


Defenceleſs, without troops, except a handful, 


Raw, — d, levy'd on the ſudden; _ 
53 Unable 
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Unable to withſtand her brother's force, 
(Block d in theſe walls, and driv'n to deſpair) 
No hope remain'd, but in the dear depoſit, 
His Siſter Rodogune : That calm'd his fury; 
Anxious for Her, the ſtubborn hero melted, 
Then march'd away; ſome terms indeed impos'd, 


Urg'dwithaconqu'ror's pow r, ſome oaths exacted; 


Forc d by neceſſity, I ſwallow'd all.---- 
Leiſure's a treaſure ne'er too dearly purchas'd ; 
Leiſure obtain'd, : may ſtill obtain me conqueſt : 
I've breath'd awhile----and under theſe feign d 


nuptials 
Have laid the glorious plan But ſee | my Sons, 
Warn'd by my orders, come.---Soon ſhalt thou 


3" wer 
With what moſt pompous rites I mean to grace. 
This E day. 


8 OE. N E Wm. 6-5: 
. Arſinoe, Antiochus, Seleucus, Laonice. | 


Arſ. Sit down, my Sons----moſt welcome 
Ye meet my eyes on this auſpicious day 


That fixes on your heads fair Syria's diadem ; 


Having now weather'd all the ſtorms of fortune, 


"Tis doom'd to grace Your brows---preſery' d by 


„Heaven, 
And by your mother's hand to ye reſtor'd. 
Can ye remember {till the tears I ſhed, 
When Tryphon's daring act oblig'd me, rather 
1 28 ſee _ * to bear parting from ye? 


ons | | 


7 
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Gods! ſince that hour what miſeries have been 
. mine! 
Our woes increas d each day; 3 whilſt your val 
.  . empite 
I faw ſhrunk to the circle of theſe walls. 
Tour Sire J heard was dead.---The giddy people 
Swallow'd the falſe alarm, and aſk d tumultuous 
Another Lord; in vain my voice oppos d 
The general clamour.---Thus conſtrain'd to take 
A ſecond huſband, for your kingdom's ſafety, - 
With a fond mother's eyes I choſe your Uncle 
Antiochus, hoping, in his pow'rful arm, 
Your tott'ring throne wou'd find a kind ſupport. 
Scarce had he fav'd its fall, when I diſcover'd, 
He pull'd down Tryphon, but to mount his ſeat; 
And, from Depoſitary of your crown, 
Turn'd its Uſurper.---Let me not howe'er 
Diſturb. his aſhes :---his own hand reveng'd ye. 
"_ The reſt unfold not j——ſpare us the 
recital.---- 
Arſ. Let me proceed 3 101 your 
ſire, 
And once my huſband Oh! returns to life!. 
Why muſt I ſtile him by two names ſo dear, 
Since, from feign'd death, he ſeem'd but to 
revive 
To throw off all thoſe ties that bound him to us? 
No more :---I ſhudder to recall the thought 
Of that dire ſtroke, which happily averted 
That deſign'd us.---Calls it for praiſe, or horror? 
Were the Gods pleas'd, or angry ? Was the deed 
Juſt, or iniquitous ?---Whiche'er it be, 
Juſt, 
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Juſt, or —— ſons, *tis certain, 
*T was love for You impell'd me to the deed. 
Not love of life, or glitt'ring pomp, cou'd &er 
Have to ſuch madneſs urg'd.---Sick of a throne, 
Shook with inceſſant ſtorms, each day gave fears 
Double to all its charms.---Life's poor remains 
I cou'd have ſpent with you, and with a brother 
But, cow'd I bear to ſee your father rob ye 
Of what my toils had ſav'd ;---and this fair crown 
Devolve from Him down to the ſons of 
Rodogune ? 
Th' indignant thought bore down all reaſon's 
empire, 
And told me All was juſt that ſav'd my children, 
Take then, my ſons, take from your mother's 
hand, 
A crown bought dearly with a father's blood, 
I thought it guilt in him to rob ye of it; 
And---if to reſcue it, was guilt in me, 
Reap of that crime, my ſons, the guilty fruit, 
The puniſhment be mine :---on me alone 
Let Heav'n pour all its rage, on you its bleſſings, 
Ant. Madam, we never doubted of your cares, 
The cares inceſſant, that two hapleſs ſons 
Have coſt a mother's love; To them we owe 
The flatt'ring hopes of pow'r, as well as life. 
Each new recital adds another chain 
To bind our filial love :---but---that we ever 
May bleſs a mother's cares, ah! ſpare your ſons 
The fad reflection on the dire cataſtrophe ! _ 
That fatal ſcene, that with uncommon violence, 
Oa the reluctant mind intrudes its horxors. 
; O'er 
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Over That dire · picture, let us draw the veil, 

Or wipe the ſpunge. The Thought more than 
ſuffices 

To load a fon with guilt :---adjudge it Heay'n ! 

To thee as ſeems moſt meet.---Far let me caſt 

The black idea from me---more than tears, 

It calls, alas! for filence and oblivion. 

Madam, tho' both your ſons expect a crown, 
We can contented live without it.---May you 
Yourſelf enjoy what you have toil'd to fave: 
When, late fatigu'd, you wou'd reſign it, then 
With better grace we ſhall receive it,---Now 
T' accept it, wou'd but ſeem as if we came 
To tear the ſhining jewel from your brows. 
Sel. M y brother's thoughts are mine : Madam, 

tho each 
Expect a crown, w' are not ambition's ſlaves. 
Reign, Madam, reign ; your ſons will ſee't with 
pleaſure. 
Well may we, for imperial pow'r Aae d, 
Pay a poor ſhort return of our ſubmiſſion. 
Thus ſhall the ſon whom Heav'n lifts to empire, 
Firſt learn from you to wear a crown with luſtre. 
Arſ. Speak out, my ſons ;---come, own it, 
that ye fly not 
A crown's bright — not the pond” rous 
weight 
Of empire makes ye ſhun it. No, *tis ſhame, 
'Tis conſcious ſhame, that makes you fly its 
charms ; 
Involv'd in guilt, ye wou'd yourſelves partake, 


Tf with our mortal foe ye ſhar'd your empire, a 
If, 
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If, by a ſhameful marriage ye reſign'd it 
To her, th* invader of our common rights. 
O, noble youths ! Sons worthy of that name ! 
Too happy mother ! This unveils the myſtery, 
In which your father's fate lay long involv'd. 
Guiltleſs your father was, and ſo may I be: 
Nor cou'd'the hapleſs monarch ever mean, 
(But ſtrongly by the ſiſter's beauty charm'd, 
Or by the brother forc'd) to wrong his children: 
Rodogune kill'd him by your mother's hand I 
Thus her ill-fated, her infernal charms, 
Coſt ye your father----and your mother in- 
; nocence.— 

And yet, had not this hand dar'd nobly for ye, 
Thoſe charms had coſt ye more,---had coſt ye 


empire. 
Set; Oh horror! let me ſhun the black re- 
membrance! 
Arſ. If ye will then reſtore your mother's 
innocence, 


Purſue with vengeance her that urg'd the crime. 

This arm that ſav'd your diadem, in her blood 

Cou'd have waſh'd off its guilt ; but as in mine 

Ye too have ſhar'd your wrongs ; your ſhare of 
VENgeance 

J have reſerv'd ye, Princes. Not to keep ye 

With ſuſpence wav'ring,---if ye ſeek an empire, 

Know on what terms ye reign.---Both are alike 

Dear to a mother's love ; but to eſpouſe 

My wrongs, is for the eldeſt; and he, ENCES, 

Beſt in my rival's blood afſerts his title. 

v by ſtart ye both 9 horror ?---Coward boys! 


7 F car 
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Fear ye her Brother then Kao, ſince the 
bas; | 
(Mean treaty ! which my ſoul abhors to mention) 
I've rais'd an armed force, (by ſecret orders) 
That waits but your's, to follow you to battle; 
And, whilſt the Parthian's hands are full of war, 
Wag'd with Armenia's princes, now's the time 
To fall on, and ſhake off the chains of tyranny. 
How !—turn ye pale Whence are your 
daſtard fears ? 
Ist Pity for my rival, Hate to me? 
Wou'd ye then marry her? expoſe. your mother 
To her Slave's inſults, and her wild revenge? 
What ! Speechleſs hen avaunt, degene- 


rate ſons, 
For whom, unthank'd, I've told to ſave a 
kingdom. 8 
But know, I made your uncle lung ves miſ- 
| creants, 


J did, and can another Thank the gods! 
Arſinoe's name as yet qutweighs the princes. 
Sel. Heavens! 
Conſider, Madam. for our F irſt exploit 
A deed like this 
Arſ. Rather let each conlider what he owes 
me. 
Enough I know Ke blood I aſk your arms 
Is far too mean an eſſay of your valour, 
But if ye owe me life, and wiſh a ſcepter, 
That ſeal I aſk to ratify your loves. 
Hoy can T elle ſecure n me from her vengeance ? 


Copy 
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Copy my guilt, and then you clear "y inno- 
cence. * 
Come act not mean furprize——hear x me re- 
KF -peat =: | 
I | The price of empires That ——Tis mine e by 
bs | Conqueſt; RE 
| No elder right of birth ſhall make it your's s: 
He that her head will bring me, crowns his own: 
The right of choice lies here,. — 
Ting ber hand on ber 18 ) 
— Princes. to reap 


Th' advantage from my crime, ye muſt compleat 
it. „ E . 


— — . , 7 —_—_ 
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| ' | | Seleucus, Anti ochus. * 


Sel. What heart can bear the thunder of that 
ſentence, 
That's death to all our hopes — my An- 
tiochus 
Ant. Alas! Can thunder from the arm of Jore 
wht: Compare its terrors to that ſtern decree ? + 
8 |  $el. O rancour ! Rage of Hell! Megera's ſelf ! 
BF O woman! (for no more I call thee mother) 
When all thy horrid acts have reign'd unpuniſh'd, 
Inur'd to blood, canſt thou not. bear to ſee 
A bloodleſs throne ? What charms can _ 
| | boaſt, | 
Hae If by fo black a deed we muſt inherit it ? 
What horrors muſt awake the guilty teign ? 


If 
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If oer we reign, we muſt partake thy crimes ! 
Ani. Yet—let us not diſclaim the ties of na- 
CCC 
But charge on Fate the rigour of our deſtiny. 
Severe we thought it, when but half its weight 
Oppreſs d us; having but ourſelves to combat 
Both, confidents and rivals at a time, 
We thought no greater ill cou d be launch d on us 
From all heaven's ſtores; but then, alas! my 
N 
The maliee of our Fate was not compleat. 
Sel. Can Vou then feel a calm, reſpectful grief ? 
And, when you know the ſource our evils flow 
ee 
Can you to Fate impute it coolly all, 
And ſo, bear up with Philoſophic foul ? _ 
Nature wrought greater weakneſs in My frame 
The dearer is the cauſe that makes us wretched, 
With deeper energy the woes affect me. 
Yet nought Againſt her dare I meditate-—— 
Rather the ſtream of life ſhou'd flow to ſerve her. 
I know my duty----but, if that conſtraint = 
Ties up my arm, my plaints muſt find their way: 
I will complain aloud ſpite of all ties, 
Spite of reſpect, or duty, I'll complain. 
Seeſt thou the'taſk a woman's hate enjoins us? 
Still breathing ſlaughter, thirſting ſtill for blood, 
She wou'd degrade her ſons to baſe aſſaſſins.— 
Can you ſee This, and can you ſee it filent ? 


Ant. Still I ſee more----1 fee ſhe is my Mo- 
ther 7: | 
The 
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The more her crimes that rank and name dif- 
honour, 

With deeper infamy our blood is * 

Foul from its Source: But, when That thought 
wou d bid me 

Burſt out in rage, confuſion at her guilt, 

Impoſes inſtant ſilence from her ſprung 


I feel my forehead glow with conſcious ſhame | 


That half her nature form'd me. Woud to 
Heaven ! 

I cou'd extinguiſh ev ry ſenſe; or ſteep, 

And blot out memory in oblivion's wave. 
Oh! to recall no more this hideous parricide, 
Could I but once Foe I was her ſon ! 

But ſoft ! my ſoul Still is there not ſome 

hope ?---- 
Still is ſhe not a mother 3 ſhe is, 


-T ho' heav'n had form'd-her heart of rocky ada- 


mant, 

By our joint tears aſſail'd it ſurely muſt 
Relent and melt. 

Sel. What love, what he from 
A mother, can two Baniſh'd ſons expect ? 
Kept long remote from ev'ry hope of empire,--- 
Recall'd from exile.---But to ſerve her rage ? 
I can ſee through her falſe diſſembled tears; 
For Her, not Us, were all her boaſted cares ; 
The feign'd pretence conceals but deep deſign, 
And each embrace is an aſlaſſin's graſp. 
She aims at the dear object of our love, 


And thro' her wounds ſtabs us. Her death the 


terms 


Of 
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Of empire !----But fo tamely ſhall we wait it 
From her ?----Gods ! No---'tis our's, if we dare 
ſeize it. 5 
Heaven will itſelf ſmile on our juſt rebellion: 
Let One conſent but, that the Other reign.— 


Safe ſeated on the throne, let the ſtorm rage.--- 


"Tis thus alone we can ſecure the princeſs.--- 
Love itſelf inſpires me with the thought. 
Let's go together to her If united, 
We bid defiance to Arſinoe's Malice. 
Together let us dare the glorious deed ; 
Friendſhip muſt join—to make our love ſucceed; 
United-rival-friendſhip ſhall conſpire | 


 Teenſure the triumph of love's ſofter fire. 


Ant. Come then 


| And let us with revenge 
be wild; | 


Revenge ne er broke thoſe bonds that love have 


foil d. 
8 [ Exeunt. 


End of the Sxcoxp AcT. 


ACT NN E. 1 


Rodogune, Laonice, Orontes. 


Red. AN D is it thus ſhe hates no more her 


rival? 


Is't this ſhe views me with a mother's eyes ? 


Obſerves 


i. RODOGUNE; 2... 


Obſerves ſhe thus her ſolemn vows to Parthia, 
je promis d marriage; and the promis'd crown! ? 
Purſuing ftill with unrelenting rage 
The hapleſs Rodogune !——Thinkſt thou, 12 
onice, 
My feats did wrong this unforgiving queen? 
Or were her late ſevere commands, to try 
Thy pity only? 
Ta. Wou'd to heaven ! | Princeſs, 
I cou'd deny the charge; but tis too true— 
Alas! ſhe hates you (till Hand ſoon as cer 
1 aw her fiery eye, and low ring brow 
Confeſs her fury, and convince my error; 
(My heart all big with aghs) ſhudd'ring with 
horror, 
I ran to inform you of the dang'tous ſecret, 
The ſecret which my faith to Her ſhou' d hide. 
Fly, princeſs, fly. 
Red. Alas! my dear Laonice, 
Thy gen'rous friendſhip is the only hope 
On which my life depends ; ; thy tender pity 
Has to this day preſerv'd it from her rage. 
Wilt thou now leave me? and not ſtill go on 
With wonted kindneſs? I haye here no friend 
But thee. —— Tis not enough to point the dan- 
ger | | 
Ah! ſhew me how I muſt avoid it too. 
La. Madam, diſpenſe with that ; let it ſuffice, 
That, to alarm you, I betray my queen : 
I dare no more Concert the means of ſafety 
With lord Orontes ; who, as Parthia's envoy, 


Came to attend on the expected nuptials. 


What- 
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Whate' erbeyour reſolves, let me notknow” em . ad 
As for the princes, Love from Them ſecures you; 
Rather than hurt the obje& of their love, | 
They'd ſacrifice their crown, their lives, and 
Syria. | 
But, whi can anſwer, that the ruthleſs e ä 
Refus d by them, may not another arm 
Employ Away. Farewell, — On but a mo- 
| "ner 
Your ſafety may depend —Ev'n whilſt I. 
ſpeak, 1 
I tremble ;' were I ſeen, your danger might | 
Increaſe, as well as mine. Madam, farewell. 
| | [Exit Laonice. 
Rod. Go---Time ſhall give wed merit. its Re- 
ward 


SCENE I. 
Rodogune, Oronies. , 


Rod. Say, ſay, Orontes, in this dangerous + 
| jjuncture 4 
(A diadem the price to ſhed my blood) 
Adviſe me inſtant—Shall I fly . Parthia ? 
Or wait, refolv'd, my death, and meet its terrors? 
Or. Madam, our flight's as dangerous as ur 
ſta 
I have obſery's diſpess'd 8 the city 
Troops of arm d Syrians, who watch our mo- 
tions. 
Vet, were your flight ſecure, much I ſuſpect | 
| onice's 
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Laonice's advice has more of art, IT 
Than love Þ You, and _— but thus her Mic. | 
. 5 5 
Arſinoe dreads your wearing Syria's crown, 
And us| theſe , terrors round, to make you 
y it: 
Ts reak your hated marriage with her ſon 
*thus contrives, by your own flight excus d. 
Then wou'd ſhe triumph, Madam, oer your 
weakneſs, 
Reproach yon with falſe VOWS, and broken 
treaties: 
The king, enrag d that thus upon his arms, 
Freſh wars are brought, wou'd ſtile the tim'rous 
act 
Imprudence, to ſuſpect the faith of treaty ; ; 
His force perhaps engag'd in other wars, 
You might remain inſulted, ſhe unpuniſh d. 
Of flight reje& the indignant thought: Here 
. Madam, 
Reſolve to reign, or die No other crown _ 
Courts your embrace; and. when a crown is 
| offer d, 
To fly it, is to ke unworthy. of i 3 
Rod. Ah! fain would I adopt the noble Fl 
timent, 
Were there but force to back thy noble ſpirit: 
But can we, with a handful of our n 
Left by my brother, face an angry queen? 
Or. Madam, twere madneſs to pretend reſiſt- 
- ance, = 
And with ſo weak a number to ſecure you |! "4 


Still 
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Still at your feet we'll die; tis all we can, 
To teſtify our zeal.— But, beauteous Madam, 
Thus can you tremble, when your powerful 
charms „ 
Almighty Love can ſummon to your aid? 
Againſt the Mother make the Sons a rampart, 
Their flame, conducted right, ſcreens you from 
Danger: | 5 
All Syria adores the riſing Sons; 
And whate er pow'r the bloody Queen may boaſt, 
You may defy it all.---Mean time, permit me 
To gather all our ſcatter'd force together : ; 
Tho few, they're bold; their detp'rate valour 
_- 
From ſudden outrage guard you. Meantime, 
| Madam, | 
Diſpel theſe fears, and on this ſignal day 
Let Love but reign, and you will ſurely triumph. 


SCENE HI. 
4+  Rodogime (alone) 


How! muſt T then deſcend to ſuch a meanneſs? 
Implore the ſervice of my lover's arms? 
Court a retreat from danger in their hearts? 
If Syria's Princes liſt them in my cauſe, 

That Rodogune permits it, is enough 
Thus ſhall I try their love, and know its force.--- 
Yet VII not feed their hopes with mean expectance 
That I can ever yield them a return.— 


Riſe ye long ſtifled wrongs, ye juſt reſentments, 
"a F And 


s 
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nd catch the vengeful fire that heats the Queen. 
Break your conſtraint; no more in ſilence mourn; 
Dare to appeaſe the ſhade of great Nicanor. 
— Pring back his bleeding image to my eyes, 


Still breathing love, and vengeance for his 


wrongs; | 
Such, as when pierc'd with many a wound, he 
TS | 2 . 
c Reven — me, Rodogune——I die for Thee.“ 
Alas! Dear Shade, far from revenging thee, 
Went I to kiſs the hand that ſhed thy life, 
And to thy murd'reſs pay a filial love? | 
Forgive, Great Shade, if vengeance then ſub- 
mitted _ $2 
A grateful off ring to the public peace 
And that thou walk'ſt till unreveng'd a mongſtus. 


Still th' infatiate arm that laid thee low, 


Purſue's thy poor remains, and ſeeks to pierce 

This wretched boſom, thence to tear the heart 
Which love had join'd to thine.----Thanks to 

the Gods! Ws 

I ſtand no more the pledge of broken treaties, 

And violated faith: l have at length | 
Shook off th' indignant bondage.---Yes, once 

more | 8 

My heart is free; let me again inſpire it 

With love and rage, and make it henceforth _ 

. | we 5 

Wilt Thou approve this violence on my love, 


Thou living picture of thy father l- Thou, 


Whom tho*my ſoul adores, ev'n to theſe walls 
I dare not truſt thy name; well I foreſee 


Thy 
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Thy fears, thy anguiſh, thy complaints ;—— 
| Already | : 0 
Methinks I hear thy wild reproaches ;---yet ** 
Oh! think how much we owe th' illuſt rous 

Monarch, 

Who gave Me life, and for Thee loſt his own. 
I too ſhall ſhare thy grief; to thy each ſigg 
Iſhall with tears reply Gods] ſee, they come! 
Keep firm, my heart, it is thy conqu tor 

COmes. ; | ; 
Oh Love! if ever, now conceal thy pow'r: 
Contented in my heart to boaſt thy conqueſt, 
Dwell there, but do not in my eyes betray me. 


SCENE IV. 
 Antioehus, Seleucus, Rodogune. 


Ant. Hail! beauteous Princeſs! arm not 
| with diſdain 9 N 
Thoſe radiant eyes, whilſt we preſume to tell 
The wounds we from them feel. When firſt 

we vie wd 5 5 

Thoſe matchleſs charms, we ſaw, and we ador d. 
 Aw'd by reſpect, long have we ſigh'd in ſilence; 
But when your ſafety, Madam, is concern'd, 
Reſpectful filence wou'd be want of love. 
The happy inſtant's near, decreed by Heav'n 
To link your fate with ours; this day determines 
_ Qurelder-right of birth; and the ſame moment 
That gives a crown to us, gives you a husband. 
Yet is t indignant'that our fov'reign miſtreſs _ 


Shqu'd- to her captives owe the name of Queen: 


Ovr love difdains that thought; ſuppliant we aſk 
Our. Queen to deign to chuſe herſelf a King. 
Shall Parthia's Princeſs on a crown attend? 
Give it :---nor ſuffer the imperious hand 
Which that beſtows, to give your Perfon with it: 
Pronounce it, Madam :---Speak,. and make the 
monarch—— _ 
The hapleſs prince who loſes You and empire, 
Shall glory ftill in being your firſt ſubject ; 
Shall ſooth his never-dying flame with This, 
That, t' obey your will, imperial powir 
Was greatly loſt. | 8 
Rod. Oh! Princes, tis too much 

The gen'rous offer well may claim my thanks; 
To ſentiments ſo noble, ſuch a ſacrifice, 
J cannot be indiff rent. But, alas! _ 
What princeſs e' er was miſtreſs of her choice ? 
Without our own conſent we are diſpoſed of, 
And kings but uſe us as ſtate- implements, 
Tojmake alliances, or end their quarrels; 
Dependent ever on the fate of empires, 
We dare not love, but where a treaty bids us, 
And all our choice is but a blind obedience. 
My love obſequious muſt wait on Duty, 
As from it born: Princes, with This content, 
Ceaſe raſnly to preſume That to beſtow- 
Which is the Queen's to give: Dare I receive it 
From other hand than her's? Ve know not yet 
Her rage, her vengeful pride ;— I've felt 
| them both. ; 

This daring inſult wou'd again rouſe on me 


Her 
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Her ſleeping. vengeance:---Oft the latent fire; 
That ſeems to die, and ſcarce has. warmth, re- 
maining. 

Sleeps but, then 2 4 with reviving flames 

Blazes anew, and threats with certain ruin. 

Ah! let me not awake them nal leſt 

1 periſh in them. 

Sel. But learn, charming Princeſs, | 

Learn to deſpiſe her rage; let it revive, -_ 

And, like the ſtingleſs ſerpent, ſpend its fury 

In harmleſs impotence :---Make but a King 

You reign yourſelf a Queen : Her feeble rage 

Then wanting pow'r to blaze, in ſmoke expires. 

Can fears like theſe alarm you? What n 

„„ 

Jo Syria's.diadem ? Tis 40 b births; yr. 

And each of us, at pleaſure, without wrong 

To her, or nature's rights, can to the other 

Reſign it; as Vour choice, not een de- 
termines. 

Vour will ſhall Cam fate, and. not a +birth-right ; 

Mean, empty title! that with harſh deere- 

Might croſs the-tend'reſt wiſhes of your heart 3 

Thus, might you rue, perhaps, a proffer'd ſeepter, 

And, midſt the gen ral joy, feel ſecret- anguiſh 3 

Thus, to enjoy a crown, you d ſuffer tyrann, 

And with the ſweets of pow'r taſte- 2 

iſon-— 

No longer, Madam, let imagin' d dangen 

Blaſt our fond wiſhes, and perplex our hopes; 

But let the happy object of your choice- ; 

Know from Yourſelf the raptures of his fate; 

| And feel them b ter from Your * 

| Ry 
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Red. Alas! fond youths, this flame that fires 


| your ſouls, 
Yet blinds ye more; and, with unheeded violence, 
Preys on itſelf, deſtructive.---Ist poſſible 
My choice can make one happy, and the other 
Not plunge to miſery ?—Princes, howe er 
Your hearts are ſteel'd, I fear to make Two 
wretched, 


When I declare That choice. ---Think not my 


heart 
Yet ſcorn your proffer'd vows :---No, ering 
75 Youths, 
One of ye I muſt wiſh to be my Lord - 2— 
But let me to another's will ſubmit; 
Myſelf ſhou'd ſet my price too high ; tho paſſive 
1 muſt reſign me to my King, reluctant 
I of myſelf ſhou'd yield. Ye know not yet 
What pains, what fears, what toils, what 
dang rous ſervice - 
My vain caprice wou'd aſk, to footh my pride: 
By what laborious ſteps ye muſt deſerve me; 
What dang'rous horrors muſt ſecure me to you. 
Wear but the crown, ye win my heart But, Oh! 
Wiſh not That heart to be at my diſpoſe.--- 
Knew ye the terms on which Itſelf ſurrenders, 
You'd both renounce it and the crown. 
Sel. How | Madam,---- 
Say, ſay, what pains, what toils, what dag rous 
ſervice | 
Can Love refuſe to act, when Love commands ? 
What dangefs, and what horrors will not Love 


Encounter, fearleſs, Rodogune the prize? 


Ant. Madam, diſcloſe your heart, and then try 


ours. Sure 
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Sure of obedience, name the terms of bliſs, 
The terms to make the happieſt of monarchs. 
Red. Wou'd ye then, Princes ?— 
Ant. Tis our foul's ambition. 
Rod. Vou'll ſoon repent this warmth. 
Sel. Rather let He- n 
Transfix us with its bolts, than we —_—_— it. 
Rod. Still do ye then inſiſt to now? 
Sel. Yes, Madam, 
We both conjure you. me Why 55 ed us 
trembling _ | 
With dire ſuſpenſe ?--- y 
Rog. Then J explain the myſtery, in obedience 
To him, whom ſhortly I muſt call my king. 
---But, gen'rous Youths, I charge ye, when tis 
heard, 
Reproach me not, if home it pietce your fouls, 
And on a fide unguarded try ye---I here 
Atteſt the Gods, ye do extort it from me.--- 
Methinks I — conceal it ſtill----I can 
No longer; the thought like a ſcorpion ſtings me, 
And racks my tortur'd breaſt. Hear, Princes, 
hear 
A thought which peace bids ſink to deep oblivion. 
Your Father !---tremble at that awful name ! 
Cold ſtretch'd in death--and by a mother's arm 
Whilſt captive, I ſuppreſs'd the big revenge---- 
Chuſe, Princes, to deſerve my love, or hate; - 
I love the King's ſons, but deteſt the Queen's--- 
Form your reſolves on that determin'd ſentence. 
Reſolve---Delay not--My choice follows yours--- 
But, if the blood with which your veins are rich, 
Ad! | | De- 
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Degenerate from the precious ſource it ſprun 
It is unworthy Me. The life ye owe him, * 
The throne ths leaves ye, ſhou'd in ſuch a cauſe, 
Rouſe up your furrow'd fouls in arms; tho 
our, a | 
Tho' Jove requir d not and can love and ARE 
Both plead in vain ?---Or is a cruel mother 
To all thoſe ties prefer'd ?. Then imitate her; 
Be, like her, cruel ;---and be, like her, parricides ; 


If ye condemn the deed, ye ought to puniſh ; 


If ye commend it, copy it---at once 


Copy the Mother, and avenge the Father. 


Where now's your boaſted ardor Ab! "tis 


8 
Tis quench'd in tears. Wel 1 foreſaw it, 
Ant. Heavens !---- 
Nod. No more Tis now too late The 
ret 


I from myſelf wou'd hide, beyond recovery 


Is fled.---Well 1 call it fury, hate, revenge ;--- 
To gain Me, know ye muſt avenge a Father. 
My terms are Thoſe,---now _ dare to win 
me. 
Which emulous Brother Now accepts my-hand ? 
Adieu! | N e 


8 © E N E V. 
| Antiachus Selucus 


Ant. O patience nn me patience, 
Heav'n ! 


Did ever love meet ſuch return as this ? 
Sel. 
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Set. She ſtabs us with ber words, and then 
ſſe ſſies. 8 
Ant. She flies, and, like true Parthian, thing 
bo kills | 
Sel. O cruel Heaven! if 'twas thy will to form 
A foul fo foul---in nature and revenge © 
Implacable, ſo like the the ruthleſs queen: 
Why did thy high decrees cauſe her to ſpring 
From other womb than Her's —— Daughter 
moſt fit . 
She were of ſuch a mother | 
Ant. Let us, my brother, 
Lament our woes, and vent the mighty forrow, 
Yet dare not to accuſe, high Heav'n of ought. _ 
Sel. . Ah! brother, let me give my plaints their 
way 
Think not to hs their courſe---as ſoon you d 
ſtem 
The rapid torrent of Euphrates v WAVES. n= 
Still ſhall we wiſh a crown? Still court her love? 
Ant. Vet ſpeak with cev'rence hoy the charm 
ing idoh-==, . 
$1. To E r and beauty one muſt be en- 
av'd, ; 
To wiſh. a crown, or her, on terms 1 hes.” 
Can L be calm? Ah! no, I muſt rage on 
I will be mad with grief be mad with reaſon--- 
Ant. Much ſcorn it 1 both of a crown, 
and her, , | 
So ſudden to deſpair — | 
Sel: Heavens? talk you thus. 9285 
Surely the n in fullneſs of their rage, | 
G - Have 
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Have level'd all their woes againſt our heads | 


When crimes ſo foul as theſe beſet our happineſs, 
He muſt be more than mortal, who deſpairs not. 
Ant. Tis raſh to do :----Whilſt there 9 
| remains _ 
One glimpſe of hope, do not diſtruſt the Gods.--- 
Cou'd we, my brother, ever hope a bliſs 


do great, unbought by danger, and by toil mer 
Know! when the Gods hold out ſo rich 


a prize, 85 


They fence it round with pain, and thorny 
danger- 


*Tis arduous labour points the way to glory, 


And triumphs wait on battles hardly fought.--- 

----But, why do I try to ſmooth the face of 
torture — 

Alas! our evils mock ſuch poor diſguiſes ; 

Like a dark deep abyſs, they wait to ſwallow us! 

I ſce fair Virtue black with foul Diſhonour !--- 

Glory obſcurd by Shame !----Bliſs big with 
Parricide l- 

And whilft I comfort you, I faint myſelf---- 

Vainly attempting to inſpire a courage 


| Myſelf is ſtranger to---I'm on the rack.--- . 


By turns I glow with rage----and ſhake with 


horror---- 
O my diſorder'd Soul! O Lovel O Duty! 
Sel. I thank thee, Heav'n !---yet 1 am calm 
again | 
Come on, my brother---Be again yourſelf--- 


Like me, nobly ſhake off the load we grown 
| With,---- : 


Fir'd 


— 


EY 
j 
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| Fir'd by ambition, and by beauty's charms, 

I yet can weigh a crown's worth, and a woman's; 

And, when in oppoſition the black terms 

1 place, the faint deſires expire within me; 

And ] cou'd both reſign thee, my muah 

If my tond heart cou'd ſuffer thee t' accept 

Such horrid preſents from a brother's love. 

Let us, my brother, fly theſe ſcenes of blood, 

Theſe ſouls, that breathe implacable revenge; 

Far from our fight let them indulge their fury, 

And pour the glut of vengeance on each other. 
Ant. Stay---As I greatly love, I hope a little ; 

Hope ne er can be extinguiſh'd quite, where love 

So ardent flames ;---methinks a dawn breaks in 

On my diſorder d ſoul, as if it wou'd 

Diſpel theſe horrors, and ſtill bid us live. 

Cou'd we but move them, Fate N ſtill be 

our's 

Believe me, Neither cou'd withſtand our p 

They're ſurely fled, my brother, and prevent us. 

Had but their Vengeance dar'd to meet our 
tears, 


Dilarn 'd of rage, it had to pity melted. 


Sel. Weep then, fond brother——on them FR 
vent your ſighs, = 

Whilſt I fear only the ſucceſs you wiſh for. 

What, tho' your tears ſhou'd faintly touch their 
breaſts, | 

Can you e er break thoſe points of mutual hate 

Deep planted in their ſouls ?——The dang'rous 
office | 

May turn on you their diſappointed rage 

Cou'd 
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Cou'd I ſhed tears, tis only Fhat would claim 
them 
Duty and Love no more deſerve a thought 
One Tear outweighs them far. Whate er 
th' event 
I yield to you the princeſs and the crown 
I have my bliſs — ſeize yours, and we are happy; 
I cannot ny your line I may. 
| Exit Seleucus, 


1 alone. - 


Now might I ſtill be happy, were it net 
That I this brother love; who in deſpair - 
Perſiſts refolv'd, and will not ſee the wrong 
Himſelf does to himſelf —Yet till my. friendſhip 
Wou'd ope his eyes: and ſhew him all his error, 
No wrong yet will J do thee, gentle brother, 
Nor profit by the ſhock By deep deſpair 
Has given ty wiſhes When we think re- 
A ES as ſtroke of fate, which ſtuns our ſenſe, 
More dang'rous is the wound, the leſs tis felt: 
Dire ſymptoms lurk beneath the ſpecious ſem- 
blance ; 
And death ends the deluſion.—The great gods 
Make vain a brother's fears Mean time, 
I'll ſummon 
All my ſoul's pow'rs, and once more bee the 
ſtorm 
Who knows, but Love and Nature's force, united, 
aA in their boſoms ſtill controul revenge 35 
Then 
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Then were I happier than. the bleſt above; 
Nor hear n hou'd envy to Imperial Joye ! 


(Exit, 
End of the Tainp Acr. 
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Aa rere 1 
Antiochus, | Rodegune. 
Rod. H Prince, becauſe I ſigh, do you 


preſume _ 
To think I love, and dare to tell it me ? 
Is it your brother's, or your own PR 
That rais'd the fond conceit into a being ? 
Ant. Ah! ruffle not with rage that beauteons 
| boſom; m; . 
1 nor my brother dare ſo high aſpire, 
Ever to hope for a return of love : 
Yet, why theſe ſighs ? Sighs are the voice of love: 
Which breathing out the ſoul, tranſpire its wiſhes, 
Kindling ſoft flames in ours A= if your heart 
Late, by your mouth, declared its real wiſh, 
Such beauty cannot be a foe to love; 
Since One of us you wiſh'd to call your Lord. 
If 'tis preſumption to believe a miracle; 
To doubt an Oracle, is ſurely impious 
Shou 'd we not by your ſcorn deſerve to periſh, 
If we forbad the flatt ring hope to live? 
A One caſual word diſplays not all the _ 
our 
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Your hopes too vainly to their o. advantage 
Explain terms merely due to courteſy. 

Learn to deſerve the love you won'd diſcover— 
My fighs were not for You ; but, big with grief, 
Pour'd out my ſorrow for a murder'd Huſband : 


Twas for your Father, Prince---Oh ! be his Son, 


And dare to do him Right- 
Ant. My Father, ſaid you? _ 

Take then his heart, divided in his ſons: | 

His heart, which pureſt love to your's united ; 

His heart, for which your's burſts with ſighs all 

d 6 

His heart, to love and you which fell a victim, 

Behold, reviv'd from death ; See It in Us 

Still living, ſtill your matchleſs charms adoring; 

The ſame, unchang'd, unalter'd as his love. 

Ah ! Madam, can we, whilſt the ſport of fate, 

Give other proofs, that we 're Nicanor's Sons ? 
Rod. If his Heart live in Ve, if ſtill it love me, 

Then let it dare thoſe deeds, It wou'd in Him 

Do ye not bluſh to bear it in your boſoms, 

And yet not hear its dictates? If obſcurely 

It tell its with, I will interpret for it. 


Hark !—now, again, it tells you by wy mouth, 
Revenge him, Prince 


Ant. Agreed Point out the murd' rers, 
Tell me their names----I fly on wings of ven- 
geance 

Rod. What darkneſs clouds your ſenſe ?---- 

Perceive you not a Mother in the Object ? 
Ant. A Mother, ſaid you, Madam? — Ah! if 
you with not 

To 
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To load us with New Miſeries, name, Madam, 
Some other ruffian for That deed---or let 
The victim bear ſome other name than Her's. - 
Rod. Ah! Prince,---I ſee you Rl eſpouſe her 
cauſe 
I thought but tis no matter. | 
Ant. Tis true, Madam; 
vet tuppliant, at your feet, I bring to juſtice, 
Some of her pureſt blood, lodg'd in this boſom. 
[ Baring bis breaſt, and offering her his ſword. 
Here, ſatisfy the dictates of That heart, 
Which you interpret in their bloodieſt jetter 
Haſte, puniſh Now a Queen, revenge a King, 
And let My blood aſſwage his angry ſhade---- 
Freed, (by my death) from its ſevere injunctions, 
Nor longer tortur'd with a doubtful choice, | 
Then wed my brother ; Thus,. of two 
fond princes 
Make One your victim, Madam-----One your 
| huſband : 
Let One be puniſh'd for his mother's crimes, 
Reward the Other for his father's virtues :---- 
To future ages leave a bright example 
Of compleat juſtice---and compleat ſeverity.--- 
How ! - can nor love perſuade you, nor revenge? 
Will you nor puniſh, nor reward, a heart 
Which, ever breathing _ is ever ſcorn'd ? 
Scorn d for its love 


Nod. Alas! poor Prince ! 
Ant. Again? 


Still do you mourn my Father ?---Was that fob, 
Say !---was it for his ſhade ? 


Rod. 
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Vour hopes too vainly to their own advantage 
Explain terms merely due to courteſy. 


Learn to deſerve the love you wou'd diſcover— 


My ſighs were not for Vou; but, big with grief, 
Pour d out my ſorrow for a murder d Huſband : 
Twas for your Father, Prince. Oh! be his Son, 
And dare to do him Right 
Ant. My Father, ſaid you? _ | 
Take then his heart, divided in his ſons: 
His heart, which pureſt love to your's united ; 


His heart, for which your's burſts” with ſighs all | 


| day ; 
His heart, to love and you which fell a victim, 
Behold, reviv'd from death; See It in Us 
Still living, ſtill your matchleſs charms adoring; 


The fame, unchang'd, unalter'd as his love. 


Ah ! Madam, can we, whilſt the ſport of fate, 

Give other proofs, that we 're Nicanor's Sons ? 
Rod. If his Heart live in Ye, if ſtill it love me, 

Then let it dare thoſe deeds, It wou'd in Him--- 

Do ye not bluſh to bear it in your boſoms, 

And yet not hear its dictates ? If obſcurely 

It tell its wiſh, I will interpret for it. 


Hark !—now, again, it tells you by my mouth, 


Revenge him, Prince 
Ant. Agreed ! Point out the murd' rers, 
Tell me their names----I fly on wings of ven- 
geance 
Rod. What darkneſs clouds your ſenſe JE 
Perceive you not a Mother in the Object? 
Ant. A Mother, ſaid you, Madam 5 if 
you wiſh not | 
To 
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To load us with New Miſeries, name, Madam, 
Some other ruffian for That deed---or let 
The victim bear ſome other name than Her's. 
Rod. Ah! Prince,---I ſee you ſtill eſpouſe her 
cauſe- 
I thought----but ' tis no matter. 
Ant. 'Tis true, Madam; | 
Yet ſuppliant, at your feet, I bring to juſtice, 
Some of her pureſt blood, lodg'd in this boſom. 
[Baring his breaſt, and offering her his ſword. 
Here, ſatisfy the dictates of That heart, : 
Which you interpret in their bloodieſt jetter 
Haſte, puniſh Now a Queen, revenge a King, 
And let My blood aſſwage his angry ſhade---- +. 
Freed, (by my death) from its ſevere injunctions, 
Nor longer tortur'd with a doubtful ehe, 
Then wed my brother; 
fond princes 
Make One your victim, Madam One your 
huſband : 
Let One be-puniſh'd for his mother's Crimes, 
Reward the Other for his father's virtues :---- 
To future ages leave a bright example 
Of compleat juſtice---and compleat ſeverity.--- 
How ! - can nor love perſuade you, nor revenge? 
| Will you nor puniſh, nor reward, a heart 
Which, ever breathing love, i is ever ſcorn'd ? 
Scorn'd for its love 


| Rod. Alas! poor Prince! 
Ant. Again ? 


Still do you mourn my Father Was that fob, 
Say !---was it for his ſhade ? 


Thus, of two 


Rod. 
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Rot. Ah! Prince, away 

Or leave me, or recall your brother ſtrait; 

Lefs dangerous the conflict in my foul, 4 

When Both were preſent——You are Alone too 
powerful ! | 

T then cou'd triumph, but I whats: now, 

| Loſt in my ſex's weakneſs——One of ye 

1 love, ſpite of my wrongs, ſpite of revenge 

And which it is, too well this ſigh diſcovers.' 

IF duty combat ſtill my flame, Antiochus, 

Ah! blame not Rodogune, to you *tis wing: 

You wake the thought when to a choice you 
preſs me. 

Such my dilemma from Nicanor's death, 

If free you leave me, I muſt ſtill revenge him.--- 

Love muſt in vain whiſper its ſoft reproaches, 

Ine er cou'd yield, but on the terms of ven- 
geance. 

Howe er tis not does You I can expect it, 

And Juſtly You refus'd, as I requir'd' it: | 

And had you, Prince, obey'd the black injunction, 

Perhaps with hate T had repaid the ſervice, 

Nor e'er beheld you but with eyes of horror. 

Not fo I love the charms of glutted vengeance, 

To wiſh to be the black reward of Parricide. 

Let me then yield to peace, forget my wrongs, 

Since, to obtain revenge, muſt coſt me more. 

— till the big pride of birth, as much as love, 

Beats warmly in my veins; and feeds its wiſhes 

With a Crown's charms, as much as His that 
Wears + | 

To 


I neer ſhall 
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To empire born, I muſt not e er ſorget 


cannot be poſſeſs d, but by a king: 
Spite of my wiſhes, from a mother's hand 


I will expect Him 1 the throne decrees me: 


And whilſt my beating boſom waits th' event, 


If Fate your brother —— ſighs muſt tol- 


low... 151.9; . 
Can I with- hold. that tribute to Your merit! hos 
The limits of my flame there Nee en a 
Spite of my Love. . TP 
Au. bi „ 
Then am I bleſt indeed; yes, bleſt, in miſery--- 
What have I more to wiſh ? His bliſs is Mine. 
Bleſs but That brother, and you make Me happy. 
Friendſhip conſents, tho' Love mult feel the ſtroke. 
No more by flatt' ring hopes of Joy ſuſpended, 
I ſhall with Grief expire yet die contented. : 
Rod. And I--- if Heav'n decreeme to his arms, 
To be poſſeſs d by other than Antiochus —— _ 
but arewell--—I'm- all con- 


faſion ! 
Prince, if your heart burns wich a mutual flame, 


And loves like mine, Oh! when we next ſhall 


meet, 1 


Grant Heaven! I ſee you crowd. Exit. 


SCEN E II. 
Articchus _ 


Where am I! > Heart, canſt thou contain thy 
rapture ! 


Is Syria's ſcepter your's, or is't your brother's ? 
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My fondeſt vows are bleſt---But, tis not all- 

Love, Thou haſt conquer'd : But ah ! wou «ſl 
_ thou triumph, 

Nature muſt conquer too : lend her thy pity, 

Lend her thy milder fires, thy tender ſoftneſs, 

Refiſtleſs weakneſs, that can tame wild fury, 


And melt revenge. Here comes the queen 
Now, Nature! 


Love! All ye Gods! Oh! let me move Her ſoul, 
Or breathe out mine. 


= 


4 SCENE II. ) 
Arſinoe, Antiochus, Laonice, 
Ar. Well, Antiochus— 


Ant. Madam, You know __ how. Heaven 
decrees it. . 
\. Arſ. Prince, You know 3 if you have 
deſerv'd it. 
Ant, Oh! Madam, hear your ſon---with pity 
hear him, } 
Er he ifloſt for ever. 
. Arſ. Perhaps, too ſlow to ſerve my vengeance; | 
You've let your brother's ardor ſnatch the prize, 
While coldy You deliberated. If ſo 
I pity you, my ſon, indeed I pity you.—— 
To loſe a crown, is being Loſt indeed. | 
(Pauſing )---One remedy remains---but tis a ſad 
One, | 
. uncertain, wretched for ye Both—— - 
| | Myſelf 
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Myſelf wou'd periſh, cer I wou'd reveal it. 

But---when an Empire's loſt, All's loſt indeed 
Ant. Madam Our evils find i in You their re- 

medy, \ 

A remedy nor doubtful, fad, nor ſhocking : | 

Your Anger only makes us wretched----when 

Me loſe the Princeſs, We are loſt indeed---- 

Judge in what miſery your ſons are plung d, 

By that dire ſentence which your mouth pro- 

nounc d! 

Our Love perhaps offends you by the mention: 

But think, Oh, think! how filence feeds the 

| flame, | 

Burning more fiercely, as the leſs diſclos'd.---- 

Nor _ d your heart, inflam'd with — 

ury, 

Unknowing of our pain, take pity of it; 

Your Pity, Madam, is our only remedy. 
Arſ. What fury is it that enflames You rather ? 

Have you forgot to whom you ſpeak Already 


Do you begin to King it? 
Ani. Pardon, Madam, 
If humbly I diſcloſe that tender * 


Yourſelf firſt bid to live. 
A,. How! daring Rebel? 
Me do you then accuſe of your lewd flame? 
Was't I inſpir'd you with it? Monſtrous Inſo- 

„ 

Ant. What other cauſe cou'd urge you to re- 

| call us ? 
Siy, Were we not recall'd, that Right of Birth 
Might to the One decree the Crown, and "a ? 
ar 
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Far more you ve done; you ſhew d me char- | 


ming Object: 1 
Vourſelf that inſtant threw us in her chains. 
Cou d we refuſe t obey, when You commanded ? 
Cou'd we refuſe to love, when She appear'd ? 
We ſaw the Crown and Her inſeparable ;---- 
And love, ambition, Duty to our Mother, - 
Bid us alike to hope the lovely Maid,  _ 
(Our Leve, and our Obedience Both connected) 
No other danger cou'd alarm our hopes, 
But the diſcovery of our Rival Love. 


Friendſhip, howe'er, Oer I hat has nobly triumph d. | 


Let not your Son then vainly ſue for pity---- 


After ſuch Vows, alas! who wou'd have thought | 


The flames of Vengeance wou'd break out 


again | 
An. Peace, Monſter----Peace | What, cou'd 
you then ſo ſoon © \ 


Forget your 3 ſoon a Captive s inſo- 


Fence ?---- 
How low this Rodogune had ſunk your fortunes, 


Had not your Mother's arm retriev'd your Crown! 


She wou'd have cut ye off from your ſucceſſion, 
And on your Throne grafted her ſpurious iſſue; 
I hop'd your hearts wou'd ſtill refent the injury--- 
Oft I reftrain'd ye with a ſpecious mildneſs; . 


And but reſtrain'd; that, more impetuous grown, 


The ＋ * of Rage might bear down. all before 


But WP 4x I preſs command, ſollicit, 8 
In vain; for _ es your "flugzith ſouls--- 

Not Syria s Scepter has the pow'r to charm ye--- 

* | Nor 


* 3 


. 
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Nor That regard ye, nor my wrongs, nor your's, 


And Love ev'n ſtifles Nature's voice within ye: 


Degenerate offspring----of a _—_ 8 1 | 
Unworthy ! 

Ant. Madam, we are ill your 80s :: 
Nature and Love each claim their diff rent Rights 
To one I yield, not Rebel to the other. 

Arſ. Talk not to nig-—No, ds, WE er Lore | 

reigns. 5 | 
The other dies of e cannot be 
One heart contains not Both 
Ant. Believe me, Madam, 


They Both within our breaſts ſhare equal fangs 


To fave our Mother, lite's warm ſtream ſhou'd 
flow---- 
And the fame life by d flow 
Arſ. Rebel, go 
Aut. To fave the — 2 IE | 
40 (Drawing a dagger) Die then, monſter, 
die 
Since thou art ſo prepar'd ;----Thy rebel flaine | 
Calls forth thy Mother's horror, not her pity.---- 
Why does my hand delay to ftrike- thee-dead ? 
] cou'd unmov'd ſee ye Both ſink to earth; 
Regardleſs, as if ſhe who charms ye died. 
Blelt in your deaths, then nobly, and at once 
O'er Her Adorers, and My Foes I triumph. 
Aut. By This then you" ſecure your 3 
triumph! 
Does your hand tremble? I will lend you mine. 
Madam, command, and it ſhall do its office. : 
(Offering to take hold of the dagger. 
With 
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With joy I'll pierce this diſobedient heart: 

Too happy ! if my death cou'd ſooth your anger, 

And my blood quench your rage-----Yet, Ma- 
dam, when 

I am no more, brand not our pureſt Love 


With black Rebellion's name ; for, ah ! remem- 


ber, 
If ſuch it was, it us d no other arms 
But Sighs, and feeble Tears. 
Arſ. Ah ! fay, why rather 
(Throwing away the dagger, 
Why rag'd it not with fire and | fword —-Its ef- 
forts, 
Unmov'd, I then had ſtood; your Tears, refiſt- 
leſs, | 
Make way home to my Heart, beſiege it cloſely, 
And quench each thought chat wid revenge had 


kindled ; 
My riſing Sighs burſt out to meet your Tears, 
And all the Mother is awake within me.----- 


2 and the Crown, my Son, are yours: 
Heav'n, that fix d in You the Elder 
Right; 

Reign, and enjoy the Princeſs 

Ant. Gracious Heav'n 
Curb the tempeituous joy 2 ruſhes on me 
Too happy end of my exceſs of miſery ! 
O rapture ! do I dream ?---Sure *tis not poſſible! 


Arſ. In vain J trove againſt the tide of Nature; 


My Heart o'erwhelm'd with ſighs, and big with 


Fi, 
| Speaks 


L 


L 
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| Speaks me your Mother ftill—Ah ! if you love 


her, 


Conceal from other eyes a Mother's weakneſs. 


Ant. Do I then triumph on the verge of ruin? 
Does the ſame hand that wounds me, reach the 
cure ? 
O Madam, let me thank you—— - 
(Seizing her hand to kiſs it reſpe@tfulh. 
Arſ. Yes, My Son, 
Myſelf will crown your flame, myſelf will join 
e 
Haſte, bear the grateful tidings to the Princeſs; 
She will, I doubt not, feel a mutual joy ; 
For none ſo greatly love, unleſs belov'd. 
Ant. Too bleſt Antiochus ! Too happy Ro- 
daogune! 
Unlook'd-for joy ! Oh ! that She were but here 
To ſhare my tranſports! for alone I cannot 
Bear the great bliſs. 
 Arſ. On wings of Love, my ſoa, 
F ly to her arms; each moment's cold delay 
Wrongs your Deſires, and ſteals a Rapture from 


e. _ — 


This Night ſhall celebrate the rites, and ſhew 


The Queen hates Rodogune no more. 


Ant. I fly, 
And, Madam, you ſhall ſee, that tho' our wide 
Are crown'd with Empire, We ſhall ſtill remain 
Your Royal Subjects, and your Scepter'd Slaves. 
ETD Antiochus. 


SCENE 
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. c E NE W. 
Arſmoe, Lamice 


"Lew Can then this generous breaſt forego its 
vengeance? | 
What joy to ſee this charge ! 
Arf. Alas! Laonice, 
What Mother can withſtand her Childrens Tears ? 
La. Oh! Madam! what a joy you ſpread 
aaround you] 
This, This is god-like ſure |----Thus, when the 
deluge 
| O'erwhelm'd, and Uriverſal Nature mourn J, | 
Kind Heav'n at length appeas'd, forgot its rage, 
And bid the fair Creation, late deform'd 
With waſteful havpck, to return to beauty, 
And ſmile again, reſtor'u, with new-born charms. 


0 


Arſ. Retire, and leave me ſend his brother 


| hither--- 

For here is news for him ; 18 as I far, 

| Laonice, will ſhake his tender ſoul, 

And to the extreme verge ot Madneſs drive him. 
Yet do not Thou reveal it to him firſt 

LF rom Me 'twill come more mildly, 

(Exit Laonice. 


Arſinee (alone) 


| Shallow ſoul! 
Ill doſt thou know my heart---The tears I ſhed, 
ä 


'\ 


5 
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Are but the tears of Rage, Rage ſtill alive; 


They flow but from My eyes, to dazzle Thine. 
For, know! No more] bear a confident ; 


My heart alone can now retain its counſels. 
And Thou, credulous lover, whoſe weak eyes 
Pierce not beyond my Outſide, and ſo eaſy 


Swallow'ſt the artful bait my tears have lad 
thee, 

Enjoy thy imaginary bliſs and Rodogune ; 

And loſe thy ſenſes, and Thyſelf in raptures : 

Whilſt I, ſuperior in my Great Revenge, 

Will cruſh thee in thy joys, and fink thee down 

To unexpected fate. Think'ſt thou, raſh boy, 

That rage like mine, can in a moment ceaſe ? 

Learn to miſtruſt a foe that yields too ſoon: 

There moſt ſuſpect an ambuſn: Of = heart 


Thou judgeſt ill, if by the Face deceiv'd, 


Thou fancieſt there to read my change. 


Boon ſhalt thou ſee, how I am chang d, An- 


tiochus, 
S ENEV. 
Af noe, Selkucuu. 


Arſ. Kno ſt thou, Seleucus, that I am re- 
veng d? 

Sel. Alas poor Princeſs. — — 

Arſ. How ! do you lament her? 


You lov'd her then? 


Sel. Enough to mourn her death. _ 
* Arſ.You may be ſtil her Laue, ſtill her Slave: 
= 3 IT have 
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1 have reveng'd myſelf, but not on Her. 
Sel. Heavens! Madam, on Whom then? 
Arſ. On Thee, vile traitor, | 
Rebellious as thou art; Thou that aſpir'ſt 
To claſp my hated Rival in thy arms; 
Whoſe impious flame, rebellious to my wiſhes, 
Dares to obſtruct my Will. 
Sell. Reveng'd on Me? 
Arſ. Yes, wretch, on Thee 
Not to deſerve my Rage, not know the Paſſion, 
Think not diſſembled ignorance ſhall fave thee ; 
Hear, wretch, hear my revenge; and hearing, 
Feel it. 
The Throne, by right of birth, was Thine; 
and with it 


Rodogune, with her every ins, {ell to thee. 
m4 


Thou ſhou'dſt have reign'd a King 
the Fair One: 
But — as your fates depended on My voice, 


Her, and thy ſcepter, I have given thy rival. 


Sel. My Brother ? 
Arſ. Yes, tis Him I've nam'd the Eldeſt. 
Sel. That you have crown d my Brother, gives 
me oy : 
For reaſons, which to you are yet unknown, 
My own deſires have with your choice concurr'd, 
Nay, did precede it: Both the glitt'ring Trifles 
You have beſtow'd, I had already given 
If That is all:your Vengeance, Both our wiſhes 
Madam, in That agreed. | 
Arſ. Difſembling traitor ! 
Is't Thus you o'er reſentment throw the yeil? _ 
This 


Do, feign 


8 


—— 
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4 This 


the poor feint, as if you lull'd to ſleep 
Your diſappointed Hopes? Thus with ſeign d 
Patience 
Wou' dſt Thou diſpel my juſt alarms? | 
Sel. Alarms? How ? Madam 
Think you that I reſent the wrong! ? 
Arſ. If not, 
Thou ne er wert born a Prince, nor haſt within 
thee 
One Drop-of Royal Blood—Thou canſt.not 
ſurely 
Mean ought ſo baſe? What! loſe her without 
grief? 1 
Her, whom the gods had deſtin'd to thy bed, 
Her whoſe imagin d death juſt now alarm'd thee. 
(This unconcern dneſs 6 my — 
2 
Sel If, Madam, Then I ſhew'd the So com- 
paſſion; 
N Pity moves the ſoul, as well as Love. 
Arſ. Tis falſe, it cannot be: Be it a rival, 
Or be it death's unpitying hand that robs him, 
The hapleſs lover equal anguiſh feels | 
And, tho' (with tears) he Muſt reſign the Fair 
One 
To unrelenting Death, and bear his loſs ; 
He cannot ſee her * and bleſs a Rival. 
Stung to the ſoul, he plats how to recover her, 
And, if he Seem inſenſible, untouch'd, 
'Tis but the better to regain the prize 
How much more fiercely Raging, if the Object 
Was deftin'd to his Love, his Rank, his W 
Se 
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Sel. So be it then; but ſhou'd a Mother's Love 
Kindle fierce Diſcord up between her Sons ? 
Why ſeek you thus to ſwell the. Tide of Grief, 

And rouſe the dying flames of Love toVengeance? 

Arſ. J have an intereſt to diſcern thy fury, 
And blaſt its efforts----I'll ſupport the King + 
My Choice has made, againſt thy black attempts. 

Sel. And can Your Will, thus cancel Right of 
| Birth ? 

Why does Your Mouth controts the Voice of 
Heaven ? | 
Why is't that I muſt feel your Rage alone ? 
Stun as we are, alike, with emulous Love, 
Say, why i is He rewarded, and I puniſh'd ? | 

Arſ. Ha! does it work? (afide)-----Know, 

traitor, F am Queen : 
Let That ſuffice—My Will—Does then a Son, | 
(Become a Rebel) lift a daring Front, 
And afk a Reaſon for, Arfinoe's Actions? 

Sel. Madam, excuſe my warmth ; I envy not 
The Favours you have. on my Brother heap'd ; 
Too well, alas! J ſee the Love you bear 
To both your Son- Ves, Madam, I can ſee it, 
Better than you conceive, or I cou d with. - 
dare no more-----Duty reſtrains my tongue; 
Madam, I want not Eyes, nor want I Spirit---- 
But hope not, that I e'er a Thought will harbour, 
But Love to him, as Brother, Zeal as King. 

LE Seleucus. 


| Aer alone. 
Ha! ſure ſome Dæmon counterplots my purpoſe ! 
| It 
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It muſt be ſo.-Can nothing then diſſolvse 

Their Bands of Friendſhip ? That alarms me 
now 

More than their Love. What ? to oppoſe my 
Will, 

Have I found in my Sons Two daring Rebels, 

And in theſe Lovers Two united Rivals ? 

Unmov'd, to loſe a Throne, unmoy'd a Miſtreſs ! 

How haughtily he ſpake ! O Patience, Patience ! 


What Charm, what Witchcraft haſt thou, Ro- 


dogune ? 


Thou tak'ſt but One, yet I am am robb'd of 


B0t h 
But hope not yet to triumph :=— Of their hearts 
Tho' Sov'reign Miſtreſs, thou art yet no Queen-- 
Deteſted Fair! to come at Thee, I find 
J muſt ſtab Them, and reach Thee thro Their 
| Sides. 
his Woman's Arm, which on their Father 
| made | | 
Its noble Effay, by the Deed embolden'd, 
Shall cruſh theſe rebel Vipers, e er they lift 
Their tow'ring Heads, encircled with a Diadem. 
Then 'twere too late. It muſt be fo—It muſt— 
Him I began with, and with Them ſhall end. 


Leave my heart, Nature; there i is no room for 


thee ; © 
My Sons reje& thy Bonds---I break them too--- 
One does perhaps already wind my purpoſe--—- 
Delays are dangerous, leſt they baulk my Ven- 
geance ; 
Come, 
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Come, let me ſeek the friendly hour to wreak it, 
And by the Meaſure of my crimes ſecure me. 
Oullt, I have once obey d thee, lead me on; 
I've ſtarted from the Goal, on let me run, 
Nor ſtop in the mid- courſe, until the race be 7 
WOn. 5 


j 
Exit. 
End of the FouR TH ACT. 


— 


... 
Atjinoe, (alone) 
"HANK Heaven |! One Foe's no ne 


Seleucus' Death 
Has half reveng'd me; his pale Shade may gude 
Down to the dreary realms, there ſeek his Fa- 
ther, 

And tell him — will 5 join FOI ſoon, 

Led by his Brother —Hand in hand they 

. come- ; 

They ſhall not make him wait ths. the pale 

| Lovers 

Shall meet again in Death; to part no more 

Thou, gentle Polſon, Cordial of Revenge ! 

Which, c'er the Nuptial Rites are o'er, ſhalt lay 

My Rival agonizing at my feet ; 

And (with ſtrange power) unite this conſtant Pair 

At once in Marriage, in a Throne, and Death--- 
Say, 
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Say, wilt thou ſafe reſtore me Syria's Crown? 

True, as the faithful Poignard, wilt thou ſerve 
me? 

What wou' dſt thou, ſecret whiſper of my con- 
ſcience? 

Is this a time for any thought but Vengeance? 

He is no Son of Mine who marties Rodogune 

No more I ſee My Blood roll in his veins, 

If he poſſeſs my Throne, to place Her on it. 

Odious Remains of a baſe Huſband's Blood, - 

Heir to the Flame. that ſought thy Mother's Ruin, 

Still love my Foe like Him, and periſh like him 

To cauſe her Fall, I muſt the Pillars ſtrike at 

That prop her dang'rous pride I will not 

E | 

In midſt of my Revenge, but fate it fully. 

Twere leaving {till a Precipice before me, 

To leave Thee King, to leave thee clad in Pow'r, 


A Father, and a Brother, to avenge 
Guilt balf-accompliſh' d does itſelf court Puniſh- 
ment. 


No----ſhou'd the oy frantic in their zeal, 
Pour my Blood reeking o'er their ſilent Tombs, 
Shou'd the ſtern Parthian Defenceleſs find me, 


And take Revenge for Blood------- Shou d ev'n 
the Gods 

Chaſtize ; dear Throne, I muſt Bot, cannot quit 
thee, 


Unleſs their Bolts difplics et em thunder; 

For Lightniogs, I'll return 'em Streams of Blood, 

For Thunder, dying Groans------ 

All Heaven againſt me, Ill revenge my — | 
| An 
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And ſmile in Death my Foes have taſted firſt---» 
Better to Die reveng'd, than Live their Subject 
But 1 muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a Language which my ſoul deteſts, 


Ar jinoe, Lamige. 


Arſ. Well! Come the Lovers? — the 
| happy Pair ? : 

Why ſtay they, good Laonice ? 

La. Dread Queen, 
The bliſsful Pair approach : triumphant Joy 
Smiles in their face, and flaſhes in their eyes ; 
Round their gay foreheads Love has bound his | 

wreaths, 

And in each Breeze, fly Swarms of hov'ring 


Cupids. 
As Syria += 206 commands, they hither come, 
Firſt to receive from You the Nuptial Cup, 
Eer to the Temple they proceed, to join 


Their hands in mutual bands.----- Already, Ma- 
dam, 

The Temple ſhines with pomp, and the Prieſt 
waits 


To bleſs with ardent vows the happy Union. 
With ſhouts the thronging Crowds prevent his 
vows ; 
Of Heaven imploring for them every Good 
The Parthians too, promiſcuous with the Syrians, 
Unanimous, join in the * cry; 
And 


wy 
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And all the enmity is loſt of Nations! 


The only ſtrife, Which ſhall call down from 


Heaven 
The choiceſt Bleſſings on th' :Nuſtrfious Pair. 
See, Madam, where they come 
alone 


To bid the joyful Rites begin. 


SCENE III. 


Ar fine, Antiochus, Rodogune, Orontes, Laonice. 


==-===Troop of Parthians and & Syrians, 
Arſ. Ah! Welcome! 
Approach, my Children—(for a Mother's Love 
Already, ſtiles You, Madam, by that Name, 
If that fond Name be not diſpleaſing to you.) 
Rod. Madam, 'tis dear to me beyond ex- 
reſſion; 


And All the Happineſs my Heart aſpires to, 


Is to reſpect you as a duteous Daughter. | 
Arſ. Ah! love me but; Ye ſoon will wear 
your Crowns; 


Reſpect is properer from Me to You. 


Ant. Madam, if we receive the er 
Power, 


Tis but to ſhew you more complete Obedience: : 


Here You ſhall reign Yourſelf, as well as We; 
Your Voice alone our Law. 

Arſ. My duteous Children ! 
I dare believe ye — but each take your place; 
"Tis time to finiſh what ye wait impatient. 


K [ Antiochus 


"Tis Your' 8 
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Antiochus fits down on a throne, vith "7 Del 
on his left, on the ſame throne ; and Arſinoe on 
his right, on an inferior one. Orontes /its on 
the left of Rodogune, on an inferior one hke- 
wiſe. Arſinoe, whilſt they are ſeating them- 
Jetves, whiſpers Laonice 0 fetch a Cup of Wine, 
(which is poiſoned 4 When ſhe i is gone, Ryeen 


continues, | 


Hear me, ye Parthian , and ye Syrian Bands, 
Her Brother's Subjects, or who once were mine: 
See, of my Sons the Prince whom Heaven lifts 
To Syria s Throne, and to the Princeſs joins. 
Up to Him I refign the Crown I fav'd him: 
No more I reign ; He henceforth is your King: 
No more pay me the honours of a Sovereign, 
This, People, is your King, and This your Queen. 
Honour, and love them, with unſhaken Loyalty, 
And, if they aſk it, ſerve them with your Lives. 

You ſee, Orontes, that without reluctance 
I trip myſelf of Power, to cloath Them with it. 
Stay but a while, and thou ſhalt ſee my Actions, 
In every point, fullfil the Faith of Treaty. 

( Laonice returns with the cup. 

Or. Madam, I fee it well, and ſhall with j joy 
Relate theſe Tidings to the king my maſter. 

Arſ. The Nuptial Rites are now our deareſt 


Care; ; 
And thus, My Son, our Laws begin the Cere- 
mony, | (Offering him the cup. 


Take, from thy Mother's hand, the Nuptial Cup, 
And 
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And then let ſacred bands confirm your vows 


And may the happy Wine be mutual Pledge 
Of Both your Loves, and of a Mother” s Friend- 
ſhip. 
. Ant. (taking the p ) Heaven how 1 thank 
thee for ſo kind a Parent ! 

And fince 
Arſ. Each * moment now is precious. 
Ant. (to Redogune) Then---Madam---Here” 8 

| the Foretaſte of our Bliſs — 

Yet---were my Brother witneſs of my joy, 

My bliſs were more compleat —— 

Arſ. Ah! 'twou'd be cruel 

To wiſh His preſence ; ; 'T were to bid his wound 

Bleed freſh again his love-ſick * * 

reaſon, 


At diſtance keeps him. 


Ant. Yet believe me, Madam, 


He oft aſſurd me, he cou'd ſee't unmov'd. - 
It matters not, howe er, and now----- 


(Going to drink: 


Enter Timagenes. 

Tim. My Lord! My Lord! | 

Arſ. How now? Timagines—whence this 
intruſion ? 

Thus to diſturb our Rites ! 

Tim. Oh! Madam 

Ant. Speak 

\ (Giving haſtily the cup to Laonice. J 

Tim. Let me a while collect my ſcatter d 


ſenſes----- 5 
Aut. 
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Ant. Say, what's the matter? 
Tim. Ah! the Prince, your Brother---- 
Ant. Well! n then? Wou'd he 
oppoſe my bliſs? 
Tim. 1 ſought him, to divert the 
grie 
With which his hapleſs Paſſion bent him down ; 
My Lord. I found him, in a ſecret walk, 
(Where Heaven's bright day ne'er pierc*d the 
gloomy ſhade) 
At length ſtretch'd out, with 3 head re- 
clind, 
As if he mourn'd his Loſi One arm ſuſtain d 
His feeble head, which languiſhingly hung, 
Fix d, without motion, like a wretched Lover. 
Ant. Well —well—the reſt---no longer keep 
us trembling. | | 
Tim. From a wide ghaſtly wound beneath his 
- breaſt, 
The flood of Life guſh'd forth in crimſon torrents, 
O'er the green turf, | 
Arſ. How ! is he dead? 
Tim. Yes, Madam. 
Arſ. Cruel Fates! 
That thus will ever diſappoint our joys, ; 
And daſh with bitterneſs the Cup of tranſport--- _ 
Alas ! my boding ſoul preſag'd the deed---- 
I fear'd, to what his hapleſs flame wou'd drive 
him : | 
Too well he lov'd you, to ſurvive your loſs! 
h (To Rodogune, 
H= own o diſtracted hand has: ſooth'd his woes. 
Tim, 


12 55 
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Tim. Madam, he ſpake his own hand ſure 
is innocent. 
Arſ. Thine, then, is guilty, traitor ; and thy 
We infolence, 
When thy black hand has ſhed: his noble life, 
To ſcreen thy guilt, ſtill makes him ſpeak a lie! 
Ant. Timagenes, bear with a Mother's tranſ- 
orts, 
Which raſhly, and, with Gan blindneſs throw 
The guilt on the firſt object. Such the ſtroke, 
So — too, Myſelf, — that I know thee, 
Might equal frenzy ſhare----Thou 1 He 


ſpake 


Say, what his lateſt breath pour'd forth. 


Tim. My Lord, 5 
Shock'd at the hideous ſcene, 1 ſeream d with 
horror 
When ſudden, at my cries, the groaning prince 
Half ope'd a dying eye, the ſhades. of death 
Oer its ball {wimming----Lo ! inſtead of ms; 


Deluſive fancy to his view preſented 


His Brother's image---full of Your idea, 


My Lord, He groan'd theſe dying accent 


warm 

With friendſhip, Nought expreſſin g of deſpair, 

Or pangs of hapleſs Love-——Theſc were his 
words, ; 

* A hand, once dear to Both, on me revenges 

The bold Refuſal of a bloodier deed : 

«« May yourreign happy, Brother, as unenvy'd--- 


„ But ah! from the lame Hand ſecure Yourſelf, 
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When, juſt as he-wou'd fain go on 
And point the cruel hand; there the cold hand 
Of death ſuppreſs d his voice; his eye-lids clos'd; 
And with one hideous gaſp he ſunk to earth 
Shock'd at the fad Cataſtrophe, My Lord, 
With haſty ſteps I ruſh'd into your preſence, 
The bearer of ſuch moſt unwelcome tidings. 
Aut. _ tidings moſt unwelcome : ſhocking 
| ate | 
Converting Nuptial joy to modrnful ſadneſs. 
O Brother, dearer far than Life .O Riva] 
Dear to me as my Love Art thou then 
claſp'd 


In the cold arms of Death ? of Death, alas! 


As horrid as myſterious. Dire obſcurity ! ! 
Unveil thy horrors, whither wou'dſt thou plunge 


me ? 


A _ once Dear to tt horrid _ 
ery | 


Where dba I dare to ſeek That Guilty Hand, 
That Dear Hand too —1 dare not ſearch theſe 


horrors.— 

Each dangerous Thought makes Me pattake of 
of guilt. 

What mult I gather from their ſenſe obſcure, 

Or whom ſuſpect ? A Hand once Dear 
to both f ; 

Madam, is't Your's r is _ Mother's 2—— 
Both | 


Requir da bloody Deed, Both were refus'd it: 
Which has reveng d th affront ? an fay, which 


Deny d 


olf ye, 
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Deny d our Arm, have cruelly us d your Own ? 
Say, is it You are ſpotted with his Blood ? 
Or is't from You I muſt Secure myſelf ? 
Arſ. Me do you then ſuſpe&? 
Rod. Me think you guilty? TH 
Ant. Heavens ! what a ſtruggle between Loye | 
and Duty! 
Suſpicion does affront ſuch Ties—Yet, Oh! 
Where elle his dying accents point, I know not. 
You ſure miſtook his words----It cannot be. 
Tim. E'er my raſh tongue 'ſhou'd ſtain the 
Queen or Princeſs 
With Guilt of ſuch a dye, myſelf wou?d oY 'H 
But----Such the words his dying breath imparted, 
Ant. So horrid is the Deed, I dare not ſuffer: 
My thoughts to take their ſcope, or ſuſpect 
Either 
I cannot doubt it----yet dare not believe i. 
O Ye! whiche'er of ye hath ſhed his blood, 
Think not to ſatiate your Revenge in Mine; 
We have refus d to ſerve ye, we have wrong d ye, 
And in the tendereſt point in your Revenge. 
But---if I then refus'd the horrid office, 
I now will ſerve ye Both againſt Myſelf---- 
Ye ſhall have vengeance Both—Yes, on Us _ 
Ve ſhall have vengeance 
Whiche'er the Guilt belongs to, take a Life 
Your Fury has already half torn from me. 
(Draws bis ſword and offers to flab himſelf. 
Rod. Ah! hold, my Lord! 
Jim. Alas! My Lord, what mean you ? 
Aut. I mean, Timagenes, Both to content=--- 
T anticipate 
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T anticipate their meditated blow, 

And ſtrike it for Myſelf. 

Arſ. Live and reign happy. 
Ant. Clear up then my doubts----- 

Which is the Hand more blood muſt flow to fatiate ? 
The Hand, that holds My arm; to plunge Itſelf, 
And faves me from Myſelf, by It to periſh ?- 
Can I live-----in my fluctuating ſoul, 
Ever confounding Innocence with Guilt ? 
Bid ye me live, with thouſand horrors round me ? 
To doubt, and fear ye Both! and till to love !--- 
To live That Life, is Dying ev'ry moment.---- 
Eaſe then my doubts----or ſuffer me to die 
And let a noble blow, due to Deſpair, - 

Save One of ye the guilt of double Parricide. 
Arſ. Ye Gods! have I then liv'd to This? 

Are all 
My toils and tender cares repaid me Thus? 
One Son I loſe-----With Guilt the Other loads 
£2. © hs | 5 


And, on the day my hand with Empire crowns 
> | | 
Ourſelf muſt at his Bar be Firſt arraign'd !----- 


Is't thus my Son dries up a Mother's tears ? 

Thus cruelly as a mean Slave to treat her ; 

To charge her with the blood of him ſhe mourns, 

And place in equal rank of guilt with Her? 

Alas ! Sir, for (I find it now becomes me 

So to addreſs My King, My Lord, My Judge) 

You ſee the fad Remains of that dire rancour, 

Which till ſhe cheriſhes, in {pite of Treaties. 
Her 


The Rivat BROTHERS. 75 


Her wrongs, reviv'd, ſtill breathe Revenge againſt 
"me, 
Revenge, that nothing but my Blood can ſooth. 


My Blood ſhe thirſted for- My Blood ſhe ſpills. 


Far off I ſaw the tempeſt gathering round me, 

Yet ſuffer d You to calm my fears Yes, 
Madam, | (To Red. 

His tears had won upon my eaſy Nature, 

And lull'd to ſleep a Mother's juſt alarms. 

But, Heavens! what Rage 1s Your's ? Infernal 

Fm 

One Son 7 you, and you kill the Other ?---- 

You envy me the only weak ſupport 

An injur'd Mother had for all her wrongs : 


To whom, oppreſe'd, muſt 1 now fly for Refuge? 


My King you conquer, and poſſeſs wy Judge. 
It he dare hear my plea, perhaps, alas ! 


To the Same Arm he falls a ſecond victim: 


Jam their Mother, You Our mortal Foe : 


With Glory I wou'd crown them: You to Infamy 


Had ſoon reduc'd them, were it not for Me. 

Had I not lov'd thoſe Sons you now tear from me, 

And ſav'd their Crown, You had depriv'd them 
of it, 


And bound your Parthian Brows with Syria's 


Diadem. 
Now let him weigh our Merits, and conſider 


- Whom to acquit, and whom to charge with 


Guilt. 
Soon will he ſee the hand he moſt ſhou'd dread, 
Unleſs, intoxicated with your Charms, 
His Senſes can no more diſtinguiſh----- 
Rod. 
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Nod. Madam, | 

I weakly ſhall withſtand the horrid charge ; 

Innocence unprepar'd, in art unpractis'd, 

SufpeCting nothing, is with eaſe ſurpris'd. 

But 'tis not ſtrange, of Guilt you clear d Tima- 
genes, | 

To throw it All on me; the leaſt Petence 

To think Me guilty, made the News undoubted : 

Yet,-----whilſt your anxious foul, alarm'd with 
terror, 

Fear d the expiring Son had nam 'd his Mother, 


With Lies you charg'd him, and reproach'd with 
Guilt : 


The ſenſe obſcure of his laſt accents heard, 

(So darkly-pointing out the murderous hand,) 

Sudden between us Two You ſhare the crime 

It on us Two alone, you ſtill perfut _ 

To charge it; tho Reſpect ſhou'd check my 
| tongue, 

'The Crime fits Your Hand ſurely more” than 

Mine : 

Its Efay once begun upon a Huſband, 

Well might it finiſh on a Son its Work. 

The ardor of my foul t avenge the Former, 

No more I hide; your Son has that declar d: 

My Blood you aſk'd, and I demanded your's. 

The King knows beſt the Motives each inſpir'd : 

Love, and Revenge were mine; Love for a Huſ- 


band * 


Prompted to thirſt for Vengeance on his Mur- 
dreſs. 57 

I hop'd howe'er his cares had ſooth d our fury: 

| Mine 


3 
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Mine blaz'd no more and your's 1 18 Was 
_ _  quench'd. | 
To Antiochus. | 
Was This a Deed, my Lord, to win your e > 
A Brother's Blood for a fond Nuptial Preſent ! 
Nay more----the horrid murder's aggravated, 
As if contriv'd to clear my way to Tour's ! 
To Arfinoe. 
Alas ! Where ſhou'd 1 fly to ſhun your juſtice ? 
Say, Madam, wou'd not Syria's troops purſue 
The, black offender with determin'd ſwords ? 
Alone---a Priſoner late---by none ſupported--- 
Cou'd I e'er hope---My Lord, you do not hear 
. mn 
Ant. No, no---I hear no more My Brother 
murder'd! 
No more I ſtand the arbiter between ye: 
Aſſaſſinate a Son-----murder. a Huſband ———— 
No more I guard againſt Her hand, or Your's. 
I ruth upon my Fate----Come, let us celebrate 
Our Nuptials, Madam; let me bare my breaſt 
To the keen Poignard ; and defy its point. 
The darkſome way's before me ; Oh! my Bro- 
| ther, 
'The hand that pierc'd thy heart, will ſoon find 
| mine, 
I come to join thee, my Selencus 


Oh! 


That by That happy blow, the —— arm 

Which ſnatch'd thee from us, might unveil itſelf; 

And the redoubled crime force down the thun- 
der, 


Which 
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Which Heaven, too ſlow to Vengeance, * with- 
holds! 
Give me the Nuptial Cup. 
Rod. Ah! hold, my Lord. 
Ant, In vain you hold me; I'm reſoly'd to 
taſte it. 
We'll be united——and then, then for Blood ! ! 
Rod. Nay, dread us Both; dread -both our 
guilty hands ; 


Suſpect That Cup, for tis the Queen that gives 


it 
Both of us fear, if Both alike are Guilty. 
Arſ. Dare you now fix the guilt on Me—— 
whom late 
Reſpect reſtrain d you from accuſing ? 
Rod. Madam, | 
From Both our hands he ſhou'd diſtruſt an Offer: 
A monarch's life demands the tendereſt fears---- 
Give then the proof, and let a ſervant firſt 


Make of That wine's effect the due experiment. 


Arſinoe taking the cup. 
Myſelf will make it——(Drinks) Now !----ſtill 
do ye fear 

My heart can ought deſign of Ill againſt ye? 
But I muſt bear with patience every injury.---- 

Aut. (taling the cup from the Queen after ſhe has 

drank, 

Madam, excuſe her fears, and her endeavours 
Thus to acquit her of imputed guilt, 

And on yourſelf back to retort the charge : 
Care for Herſelf, or Love for Me, the motive, 
Still it almoſt perſuades that She! is innocent 

1 Jam 
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I am Diſtraction all Tis all a gulph 


Duafathomable an abyſs of forrow----- 


So let it reſt---Tiime can alone reveal it. 
The Gods alone, who know it, can avenge. 
Let me delay no more 

(Taking the cup to drink. 

Rod. Ah ſee! my Lord l- 

See ! ſee! her glaring eyes caſt dying gleams, 
Struggling _ ſhades of death----thoſe balls of 
fight, | 
Which, way in every glance, ſcatter'd red 1 
Now dim and motionleſs---ſee! the cold ſweat 
Pours down her livid cheeks her throat ſwell'd 
out 6 
To every vein's extent----Ah ! Heavens! Is it 
pofible ? | 
Content, ſhe drank her death, to give you your's. 

Ant. (returning the cup to Laonice.) 

She is my Mother, ſtill----and I muſt help her. 
Madam------ 

A. Go----Think not to recall my breath 
My hate too well prepar'd the cordial draught--- 
Alas! too ſoon it has betray'd itſelf---- 

Too ſoon, to ſend ye after me "Tis That, 

The Death of my Revenge---"Tis That alone 

Can give a ſting to Death- 

But yet----1 feel a Joy that ſooths my Anguiſh 
1 ſhall not live to ſee my Rival Queen. 

Reign, Thou------enjoy the Crimes that make 

thee King, 

And thank the Blood that flow'd to make way 

| for these. | 


I have 
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J have rid thee of a Father, and a Brother 
And of Myſelf----and had not adverſe fate 
Frown'd. on my wiſh, Ye Treo had follow d- 


But, 
Since Ve remain, Heav'n ſeize ye both for 
victims, — 


And pour on Vou the rage in ſtore for Me. 
May not a comfort chear your hapleſs Union, 


But Horror, Jealouſy, and F ury haunt ye. 


And in one Noble Curſe to join them All, 

May all your Iſſue breathe a foul Ike mine 
Ant. O Horror! Horror! 

Vet live, and change to Love ſo dire a Sentence. 
A. No---I ſhou'd curſe the _ if they 


reſtor'd me 
Bear me away, Laonice----I ſicken 
And Life is on the wing- -] faint with weak 
neſs. 


Woud'ſt thou perform the laſt kind office 
800 me the ſhame of falling at Their feet. 
(Goes off ſupported by Laonice. 
Or: Oh Prince! who will not now admire, 
and own 


The Gods are great and juſt ? the Arm diſplay d 


Has ſnatch d you from the precipice's verge 
The Queen is puniſh'd — yet Vour hands un- 
ſtain d. 3 | 
Ant. Alas! I know not, if her Death, Orontes, 
Sad as it is, more than her Life, afflicts. 
Each has with weighty Miſeries ſunk me down. 
oy a wretched Prince to the Temple 


Ws 36 and change the face of Joy to Sorfow ; 
Inſtead 


Le Rival BROTHERS. 81 
Inſtead of Nene Pomp. hang it with Mourn- 


in 

We, after — in ſlow Proceſſion, 

Will bid the altars blaze around to Heaven; 

Pour our warm Vows, and beg, with ſupplianty 
Pray r, | 

Its Juſtice to relent, its Mercy ſpare, 

And, midſt of Gyilt, to make the Innocent 1 its | 
Care, | | 


End of the Fir TH AcT. 
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